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Preface and acknowledgements 


Sa'di was a master of the lyric, rivalled only by Hafiz and, to a lesser 
extent, Rumi in the annals of classical Persian poetry. Yet, strangely, he is 
much less admired for his lyrics than for such works as Golestan and 
Bustan .' In this volume, my fourth on Sa'di, I exclusively discuss his 
lyrics and present 78 of them in Persian, along with English translations, 
an endeavour that I hope will be appreciated by admirers of Sa'di and 
classical Persian poetry, as well as by lovers of lyrical poetry in any 
language. 

In bringing this volume to its readers in an attractively designed format, 
I owe a considerable debt of gratitude to Dr Elahe Omidyar Mir-Djalali 
and the Roshan Cultural Heritage Institute, of which she is president, for 
their extremely generous financial support The publication of this book in 
a plain format would not have been worthy of Sa'di’s lyrics; it is a mark of 
Dr Mir-Djalali’s appreciation of this great poet that when I raised this 
issue with her she wholeheartedly concurred. Thanks are also due to the 
Soudavar Memorial Foundation for its generous contribution to the cost of 
preparing the images by the talented artist Dr Mahbobc Ghods, which 
provide form and style for the lyrics and the book as a whole. I am also 
indebted to Mohamad Tavakoli- I'arghi for his moral support and his 
assistance in preparing the book for publication. Finally, I humbly 
acknowledge my sole responsibility for any faults and shortcomings that 
may remain. 
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INTRODUCTION 


Sa 'di and love 


Sa'di is one of the greatest classical Persian poets of all time. Bom in the 
seventh century of Hijra, thirteenth of the Christian era, he is the only 
Persian luminary whose fame was so widespread that during his lifetime a 
Turk in Anatolia could quote his verse in a letter, 1 and shortly after whose 
death Chinese singers could sing one of his lyrics without knowing what it 
meant. 2 He was a contemporary of Rumi (though they are unlikely to have 
known of each other) and, despite significant differences in thought and 
style, influenced the poetry of Hafiz in various w ays. Sa'di was translated 
into European languages from the seventeenth century onwards and had a 
considerable impact on European philosophers, intellectuals, writers and 
humanists in the centuries to follow. In both East and West he was most 
admired for his book of prose Golestan and, to a lesser extent, his long 
poem Bustan on morals and manners, with the result that, as noted below; 
they overshadowed his more than 700 lyrics and love songs, which count 

among the finest ever written by Persian masters ' 

Classical Persian literature in general and poetry in particular had come 
a long way since their emergence in the ninth and tenth centuries, covering 
a w hole range of subjects, from panegyrics, lyrics, laments and reflections 
to history, epics, romances, meditations and mysticism. 4 To varying 
degrees, the impact of this rich background can be felt throughout Sa'di’s 
works, although both his ideas and his style are highly original. 

There is a long-standing debate among Iranian as well as Western 
Persianist critics as to the object of love and adoration in the lyrical works 
of classical Persian poets, from the twelfth and, especially, the thirteenth 
century (the century of Sa'di and Rumi) onwards. Hardly anyone would 
claim that the lyricism of Rudaki Samarqandi, or Farrokhi Sistani or 
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Manucheri Damghani, who flourished in the tenth and eleventh centuries, 
implied a mystical outlook and attitude. But come the twelfth century, the 
rise of mysticism in Persian poetry opens the gate to speculation on 
whether lyrical songs are addressed to a worldly and corporeal or to an 
other-worldly and mystical beloved. The traditional Iranian view until the 
twentieth century tended to favour the latter interpretation to the extent 
that some classicists went so far as seeking the object of love in virtually 
all Persian lyricism after the twelfth century in Sufi longing for reunion 
with the Creator. Furthermore, nineteenth- and early twentieth-century 
Iranian scholars tended to believe that the great Persian masters were all 
chaste, sexless and entirely ascetic, and that any worldly interest or 
passion was beneath their exalted status. Many Western scholars, although 
they may not have gone that far, generally tended to follow the views of 
Persian scholars regarding the fundamental mystical quality of much of 
the lyricism of the great classics. There is of course ample external 
evidence (leaving aside the lyric itself) in the case of poets such as the 
twelfth-century Sana’i and Attar, the thirteenth-century Rumi and Araqi, 
and the fourteenth-century Hafiz and many lesser talents in the period, 
supporting the description of their lyrics as mystical (though with a 
significant caveat in the case of Hafiz). But in what meaningful sense can 
so many of Sa di’s lyrics and those of the fourteenth-century Obeyd 
Zakani and Jahan Malak Khatun (both of whom were influenced by Sa'di), 
for example, be described as such? The following lines by Sa'di speak for 
themselves: 

The size of your mouth I will not mention 
It cannot hold even a word by intention 
Wrapped in its garment, your body 
Is just like a soul inside a body. 

And he who would see you naked 
Would say it is just a flower bed 


or 


Sweeter than these lips I have not heard anyone speak 
Speak, are you sugar itself or your mouth honey? 
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or 


A glance at your friends much better sits 
Than sending them greetings and gifts. 


or 


On reflection you’ll know that your heart of steel 
Does not at all suit your breasts of silk. 


No-one can come between us tonight 
By the dust I swear not even a particle might. 

Stop the coquetry and pride; take off your headdress 
Open your cummerbund and let out that cypress. 


or 

The beloved’s breast engulfed in her curly hair 

Is like a ball of ivory hit by a black polo mallet. 

It would, indeed, require a superhuman effort to interpret such lines as 
mystical and other-worldly. This is similarly true of many of the lyrics 
translated in this volume. 

No classical Persian poet was a greater and more passionate lover than 
Sa'di. One might even claim that he was the greatest lover; he certainly 
stands as the greatest composer of lyrics about human love in classical 
Persian poetry. Nevertheless the impact of Golesian and Bustan has been 
so great that they have overshadowed the work of Sa'di as a poet of love 
songs. Not only have they seldom been translated into Western languages, 
in contrast to these two books, and especially Golestan , but even in Iran 
Sa'di’s ghazals have never been appreciated as much as they deserve, 
except in vocal form in traditional Persian music. 

Edward Browne believed that Sa'di was better known in Iran for his 
love lyrics than for Bustan and Golestan ." However, at the time Browne 
wrote this, and for a couple of decades thereafter, Golestan was still the 
basic text used by primary students to begin reading Persian. At any rate, 
in Iran throughout the twentieth century Bustan and Golestan had pride of 
place over Sa'di’s other works, among both scholars and the general public 
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- leaving aside the general onslaught on Sa'di by certain 'modems’ from 
the mid-century, which I have discussed elsewhere . 6 

To be sure, some critical and editorial work on Sa'di’s ghazals was 
published in the twentieth century, notably an article by the scholar and 
poet Rashid Yasemi in the collection Sa'di Nameh, which however makes 
the not unfamiliar, though unrealistic, claim that all of his lyrics w ere 
mystical and esoteric ; 7 and the entire corpus of Sa'di’s ghazals by the 
noted scholar and critic Mohammad Ali Forughi, which shortly afterwards 
was included in his edition of Sa'di’s collected works, the Kolliyat s It was 
decades after that when the poet and critic Habib Yaghma’i published a 
new edition of the lyrics . 9 In the meantime Ali Dashti, though not strictly 
speaking a scholar but rather an intellectual with a wide-ranging 
know ledge of classical Persian poetry and a Hair for literary criticism, 
published his volume on Sa'di, which includes a small section on his 
lyrics, entitled ‘Master of the Ghazal ’. 10 

He wTites that ‘Sa'di is master of the ghazal. Only Hafiz does not call 
him master of the ghazal [w hereas] all the subsequent poets have quietly 
thought of him as master of the ghazal and followed him .’ 11 However, he 
further observes that ‘when they wish to talk about Sa'di, first they should 
speak of his ghazals, but right from the beginning in this book I felt I 
should avoid this. On many occasions you have felt that you cannot 
describe your feelings... In (reading] Sa'di’s ghazals we often have a 
feeling which we cannot express .’ 12 

In the twenty-first century the academic and critic Gholamhosyen 
Yusefi has published a new and highly annotated edition of the ghazals , 1 ’ 
while the scholar Sa’id Hamidiyan has published a critical volume on 
Sa'di’s lyrics . 14 For my part, I devote a whole chapter to Sa'di’s love 
lyrics in my English book on his life and works , 1 as well as five critical 
chapters in my Persian book , 16 and include a considerable number of his 
ghazals in an anthology of his works 1 The paucity of this list of largely 
critical editions compared with critical works on and editions of Hafiz’s 
lyrics testifies to the relative lack of critical attention paid to Sa'di’s 
ghazals. 

The fate of Sa'di’s lyrics outside Iran has been somewhat better but not 
that much. Sa'di’s great reputation among Western intellectuals and 
literati, beginning in the seventeenth century but especially in the age of 
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Enlightenment and after, largely rested on Golestan and, to a far lesser 
extent, Bustan, but hardly at all on his love poetry. It was the tales and 
wisdoms of Golestan, in particular, that impressed Voltaire and his fellow 
Encyclopedistes, to the point where Lazare Carnot, the mathematician and 
French revolutionary leader, named his son, a leading nineteenth- century 
physicist, after Sa'di, and. later, the latter’s nephew, a French president, 
was called ‘Sadi Carnot’. 

Likewise, the considerable number of nineteenth- century writers and 
intellectuals, from Gottfried Herder, Honore de Balzac and Alfred de 
Musset through to Victor Hugo and Ernest Renan, extensively listed by 
Henri Masse, 1 s who knew Sa'di did so not through his lyrics but on 
account of his other works, mainly Golestan. This is also largely the case 
with Sa'di’s greatest American champion, Ralph Waldo Emerson, who, in 
his famous poem Saadi , was much more engaged with Sa'di the humanist 
and advocate of a positive, clean, contented outlook on life than with Sa'di 
the ardent lover and singer of love songs. He wrote in the introduction of a 
new' translation of Golestan : 'The word Saadi means “fortunate”. In him 
the trait is no result oflevity, much less of convivial habit, but first of a 
happy nature, to which victory is habitual, easily shedding mishaps, with 
sensibility to pleasure, and with resources against pain. But it also results 
from the habitual perception of beneficent law r s that control the world; he 
inspires in the reader a good hope.' 1 

To be sure, a fair number of the ghazals were translated into European 
languages in the nineteenth and early to mid-twentieth centuries. As well 
as some attempts in India, the prolific Austrian orientalist Joseph von 
Hammer Purgstall translated some of Sa'di’s poems, including fourteen 
ghazals, and a few other German orientalists followed suit. 1 Masse’s 
comprehensive survey for his time does not indicate the translation of any 
ghazals into French, and there does not seem to have been any significant 
change in that regard after the publication of his book in 1919. In Britain, 
however, a few' eminent orientalists, such as E G. Browne, 21 R.A. 
Nicholson 22 and A.J. Arberry, 2 ’ tried their hands at translating a small 
number of the ghazals. But pride of place in this exercise - certainly in 
terms of sheer quantity - goes to Lucas White King, who in the 1920s 
published more than 600 of Sa'di’s 715 lyrics. 4 Once again the paucity of 
critical work on Sa'di’s lyrics is evident. Furthermore, what has been 
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translated, although worthwhile, is not without certain drawbacks, 
especially from the standpoint of modem linguistic and literary norms. 
Often, words and figures of speech deployed are borrow ed from the 
traditions of classical English poetry, w hich, especially in those cases 
close to literal translation, make comprehension difficult, and as a 
consequence not much is left of poems in their original form. More 
frequently, the formal structure of the ghazal is abandoned in favour of a 
prose or stanzaic style, such that, in the case of several ghazals taken 
together, structural consistency is lost. For these reasons the old 
translations are not readily accessible, quite apart from the fact that the 
books in which they have been published are out of print and not easily 
found, except in specialist libraries. 

The nature and concepts of love 

The theme of love is of course as old as the hills. It therefore naturally 
emerged in the poetry of the tenth-century classical poets writing in New 
Persian. But the concepts of love, lover, beloved, and so on, evolved in 
different ways in the period from the tenth/eleventh centuries to the 
thirteenth century when Sa‘di flourished. First, as noted, there is hardly 
any major eleventh-century poet w hose lyrics can truly be described as 
mystical. Strictly speaking, it is from the twelfth century that mystical, 
and more specifically Sufi, poetry began to emerge and mature in the work 
of such major poets as Sana’i and Attar; in the thirteenth century, in the 
hands of Rumi, Araqi, Shabestari, Awhadi and others, it reached its highest 
expression. 

Second, the nature of mundane and corporeal love also began to evolve 
between the eleventh and thirteenth centuries: in the earlier period the 
lover was, if not superior, at least equal to the person he loved. The 
eleventh-century Farrokhi Sistani, for example, wrote of making up w ith 
his beloved ‘after a long war’, and the beloved bowing to him, giving the 
impression that in such cases the beloved was a servant or slave. In 
Nezami Ganjavi’s romances, Khosrow r and Shirin are equal as successful 
lovers, whereas Leyli and Majnun are also equals, though in their total 
failure. It is only Farhad who is selfless before the love of Shirin, the 
superior beloved. However, in Sa‘di and hence from the thirteenth century, 
the lover consistently insists that he is inferior to the beloved, would do 
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anything for so much as a glance by her, and is ready to be trampled under 
her feet and become talked about in town for loving her. 

There may be occasional complaints about the attitude and behaviour of 
the beloved, her lack of response to the poor lover’s begging for her 
attention or her lofty disregard for his pain and suffering, but all such 
complaints arc muted, qualified and sometimes regretted, even in the same 
poem. Sa’di, for example, opens a ghazal by asking ‘Who am I the lowly 
person to desire your hand?’, and Hafiz (in the fourteenth century) advises 
in a verse ‘When the beloved displays coquetry, try to offer her more’. 

It is not difficult to discern the influence of mysticism and mystical 
love in this romantic idealisation of the object of love and the abject self- 
denial of the lover. Yet, at least as regards Sa'di’s love poetry, matters do 
not simply stop there Most of his ghazals also make obvious reference to 
flesh and blood, and on occasion the poet and lover indulge in the 
pleasures of carnal passion. 

A typology of Sa‘di’s ghazals 

Traditionally, Sa di’s ghazals were written and (later) published in his 
collected works under four headings: Tayyebat , Badaye ’, Khaxatim and 
Gha:aliyat-e Qadim , which titles John D. Yohannan has translated into 
English as ‘Plain, unomamented’, ‘Rhetorical’, ‘Final’ and ‘Old or 
early’. 2 - However, there is no clear justification for this categorisation, 
because, as Forughi has argued, the headings may not even have emanated 
from Sa'di himself. Indeed, in the standard edition of the collected works, 
cited above and used in this volume, Forughi drops the distinction among 
the four groups and instead divides Sa'di’s ghazals into two categories: 
those he describes as mundane lyrics ( mogha:elal ), which are the great 
majority, and those he places under the ethical-cum-mystical heading 
maxaez 

In this volume I have divided Sa'di’s ghazals concerned with mundane 
or ‘apparent’ (majazi) love into four categories: those which express his 
love for the beloved; those which describe the beloved; those which 
express the joy of union; and those which reflect the sadness of separation. 
Inevitably, there is a degree of overlap among these four categories. 
However, there is enough distinction among them to justify such a 
typology. ; 
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There remains the controversial category of Sa'di’s ghazals that are 
regarded as expressions of mystical, ‘real’ (haqiqi), love. It was noted 
above that according to Yasemi all of Sa'di’s ghazals are symbolic, 
esoteric and mystical, addressed to the divine beloved, much as we find in 
the works of Sufi poets such as Rumi, although Yasemi offers no evidence 
for this view. A contemporary Iranian critic, Sa’id Hamidiyan, for his part, 
classifies the ghazals into three groups: the obviously mundane; the 
obviously mystical; and the group that, though not quite mystical, ‘have a 
mystical atmosphcre’. 2s He offers several examples of the first and second 
groups, but only one in the third group, which is open to a wide range of 
interpretations. 21 ' One gains the impression that he regards as mundane 
mainly those lyrics that are intensely physical, one example of which he 
even describes as ‘“erotic”, even “porno”’. 30 

The views of Sa'di’s ghazals held by Browne, Nicholson and Arberry, 
largely coloured as they were by the tradition of classical Iranian scholars, 
favour the mystical interpretation, but not without some caveats and a 
certain amount of ambiguity, largely arising from the stark profanity of 
many of the ghazals as well as the fact that Sa'di’s esoteric lyrics lack the 
passion of the works of Sufi poets. Browne, for example, suggests that, 
although 'the traces of [mysticism] in Sa'di’s writings are neither few nor 
uncertain ... in the main it may be said without hesitation that worldly 
w isdom rather than mysticism is his chief characteristic’. 32 Likewise, 
Nicholson, while maintaining the basic mystical interpretation, argues 
rather more aptly that Sa'di ‘was too fine an artist to leave enthusiasm out 
of the picture, but “God intoxicated” is the last epithet one would think of 
applying to him. His poems do not suggest that he knew the higher stages 
of mystical life except by hearsay.’ 3 ' Yet the problem remains that this is 
their view of virtually all of Sa'di’s ghazals, not just those that are 
obviously ethical/ mystical; w hereas in fact upw ards of 600 of the ghazals 
are concerned with corporeal love, and fewer than 100 are in the former 
category. 

The upshot is that Forughi’s classification, described above, is the most 
convincing, namely that the great majority of Sa'di’s love lyrics are about 
human love, and the remaining small minority are ethical/mystical 
ghazals, which could be more aptly described as those that ‘have a 
mystical atmosphere’. 
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Sa'di’s enthusiasm, his passion for the love of his fellow human beings, 
flows through his love songs, but his ethical/mystical lyrics do not contain 
ecstatic outbursts such as are often observed in Rurm’s ghazals, normally 
addressed to his mystical mentor Shams-e Tabrizi (in the image of the 
mystical beloved). The ghazals of Sa'di, Rumi and Hafiz are generally 
quite different from each other, and each of them has a unique style, 
although many poets subsequently adopted their models. In their hands the 
Persian ghazal reached its apogee. 

Rumi’s ghazals are often passionate in tone and have a musical metre, 
giving credence to reports that many were taken down by disciples while 
the poet uttered the words as he was ‘whirling round a column’. 

Sa‘di’s ghazals arc virtually impeccable in both form and technique - 
being the first group of ghazals written that achieved perfection. They are 
about the joys of love, the ecstasy of union with the beloved and the 
sadness of separation, and sometimes relatively sober ethical/mystical 
subjects. The figures of speech or literary devices used are so masterly 
that the poems deploy words and generate meanings at the loftiest and 
most creative level, although Sa‘di’s ghazals are at the same time sweet in 
form and uncomplicated in content, such that they are not difficult to read 
and enjoy. 

The ghazal of Hafiz is likewise formally impeccable, but it normally 
contains more than one theme, so that both mystical and human love as 
well as eulogy for an important person - notably his beloved Shah Shoja’ 

- may be found in the same single piece. It usually combines mystical and 
human love so well that it is not easy to tell one from the other. Finally, in 
the ghazal of Hafiz, the use of relatively complex ( albeit highly 
accomplished) metaphors and imagery - which would be further extended 
by the best of the ‘Indian style’ poets - gives it an ambiguous, sometimes 
even enigmatic, character, which accounts for much of the fascination 
experienced by readers of his poetry, including in its regular use by them 
in a fortune-telling context. 

Here are lines from ghazals by Sa'di, Hafiz and Rumi as brief examples 
by which to compare their love poetry, although this exercise is inevitably 
partial and somewhat arbitrary: 

Sa'di 

I tried hard to hide the secret of desire 
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It was not possible to stop burning on fire. 

I was alert from the start not to fall in love 
All reason faded seeing your face above. 

Your mouth told the ears of my soul a story 
And now the people’s warning is all a story. 
You alone can stop the riot by hiding thy face 
I cannot bear to tum away my face. 
Broken-hearted, if I come to dance and wine 
I’d arrive on my feet, but return shoulder-high. 
Come to me in peace at night 
I have not slept longing for you all night. 


(‘Love’s Secret’) 


Hafiz 

Your beauty shone at the creation’s dawn 
Love appeared, on fire the entire world thrown... 

Reason tried to use that fire to make a light 

The lightning of disdain set the world alight 

The stranger tried to come to the sight of mystery The hidden hand 

stretched and put him to misery... 

My celestial soul longed for the dimple of your chin 
The curls of your hair it put its hand in 


(Divan-e Hafiz) 


Rumi 

I was dead I came alive I was tears I became smile 
The kingdom of love came and I became eternally alive 
I have the eye of lion I have the soul of the brave 
The courage of a lion, I am Venus shining bright 
You do not belong here, said he, you are not insane 
I went away, went mad and put myself in chains 
You are not drunk, said he, not of this cut 
I went and got drunk, drowned myself in delight 


( Divan-e Shams) 
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Sa‘di’s cthical/mystical ghazals effectively embody a compelling 
mixture of reflections, guidance and admonition, but they certainly do not 
compare with those of the leading Sufi ghazal writers in terms of depth, 
enthusiasm and passion. They convey his knowledge of, respect for, and 
sympathy with genuine mystical thoughts and feelings, but they also show 
that he is not personally immersed in mystical experience. They are 
impeccable in form, like the rest of his poetry, and accomplished and 
effective in communicating their meaning, but they do not move the 
enthusiastic reader to heights of ecstasy and depths of passion, as does 
much of his mundane poetry for those moved by the fervour of love for a 
fellow human being. The following examples may be compared with 
certain Sufi ghazals, including that by Rumi quoted above. 

The ghazal on the potential of humanity to rise up above the status of 
angels contains general mystical lessons and admonitions, but (especially 
in the Persian original) in a highly elevated language: 

The human body is ennobled by the human soul 

You will not be human just wearing a nice shawl 

If eye, mouth, ear and nose define a human being 

What is the difference between man and a picture on the wall? 

Eating, sleeping, anger, passion are darkness and ignorance 
Animals know not of the world of humanity at all 
Try to be a human being in reality, otherwise a parrot 
May mimic the human beings’ language, speech and call. 

How as a human became you captive to demons? 

Not even angels can rise up to man’s potential 
If the cannibalism in your nature dies and disappears 
You will be always alive through the human soul. 

(‘The Place of Humanity’) 

The ghazal on the kingdom of beggars is more specific, though still quite 
familiar, pointing out the morals, attitude and behaviour that will result in 
mystical fulfilment and liberation. It also shows more directly the ethical 
and religious context within which the mystic path must take: 

There is no life as royal as that of beggars 
No kingdom is more secure than contentment 
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If anyone has real dignity it is he 
Whom others treat with indignity. 

Everyone has a character, a colour, a creed 
Give them all up, that is the best thing 
On the Day of Judgement he w ill be clothed 
W r ho in this world is naked, is not adorned 
W ho has real know ledge of the world? 

It is he who knows no-one and is all on his own 
The stone and the vegetation which are of some use 
Are better than the man who is not useful to others. 
You don’t know, 0 dervish, w r hat is expedient 
Rejoice that your poverty is not inexpedient 


(‘The Kingdom of Beggars’) 

The follow ing ghazal combines expression of human love w ith elements 
of mystical esotericism. For that reason, as well as the fact that it contains 
particular themes, it antici-pates a number of ghazals wiitten by Hafiz 
decades later: 

Trees are in bloom, nightingales drunk 

The world has turned young, friends in joyful truck. 

Full of charm always was our drinking partner 
Now adorned, she is more charming than ever. 

Those who during Ramadan broke the harp 
Heard the flower breathe and broke their fast. 

The lawn has been beaten down delightfully 
By the mystics and non-mystics dancing joyously. 

Two friends will appreciate friendship’s fire 
WTio parted for a while then returned in full desire. 

No sober person leaves the Sufis’ abode [khaneqah] 

To tell the police that the Sufis are inebriate. 

In our quaint garden there is a floral tree 
More balanced in figure than the cypress tree. 

If the w hole world becomes my enemy, I swear 
By my beloved that of none other I will care. 

He whom love has killed looks like seafarers 


12 



Who dropped their cargo and survived themselves. 
The cypress tree was asked why it bore no fruit 
The free, it replied, are empty in hand and foot. 


(‘Love in Spring’) 

So much for Sa‘di’s ethical/mystical poetry as far as his lyrical songs 
are concerned, which are the subject of this volume. But a thoroughgoing 
discussion of Sa’di and mysticism would be incomplete without reference 
to Chapter 3 of Bustan , which is not a book of love lyrics but a masnavi on 
manners and morals wntten in the form of Ferdowsi’s Shahnameh. It is 
here that, rather unexpectedly, the reader comes across some of 
Nicholson’s ‘God intoxicated’ material. 

Entitled ‘On Love, Intoxication and Ecstasy', it is here that Sufi ideas 
are put forward with full force and stylistic authenticity: 

Happy the days of those longing for Him 
Whether they receive wounds or ointment from Him 
Beggars arc they, having no love for kingship 
Patient in their beggary in hope of Him 

Man’s love of one like himself can be such as to make him forget 
everything but his beloved, let alone his love of the Eternal Source: 

Given that mundane love, founded on passion 
Is so potent and takes such hold 
Is it surprising that the seekers of real love 
Are so deeply submerged in its ocean? ’ 4 

Almost the whole of Chapter 3 of Bustan - together w ith the recurring 
mystical and esoteric concepts and images such as Beauty. Beloved, 

Seeker, Friend, Truth, Candle, Moth, and so on - may be cited as evidence 
both of Sa’di’s familiarity with Sufi concepts and categories and of his 
great sympathy for, if not affinity with, them. However, this subject, 
which has been discussed fairly extensively elsewhere, is not a concern of 
this volume. 35 

The question of gender 
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In Sa'dis lyricism regarding love of the flesh the beloved may be either a 
woman or a youth. Since personal pronouns are not gender-specific in the 
Persian language, there being a common third-person pronoun for males 
and females, it is not readily clear whether it is a 'he’ or a ‘she’ to whom 
the poet is referring in the various poems. Yet there are often indicators 
that identify the gender of the beloved. In the case of women the clearest 
indicator is when the poet mentions their veil ( burka , niqab , purdah , 
hijab), but there can be other indicators such as ‘breast’ and ‘long hair’ as 
well. 

In the following couplet, the beloved has been likened to Shirin, 
Khosrow’s beloved Armenian wife: 

Certainly you are the contemporary Shirin 
I am the slave of the KJiosrow of the time. 36 

In this one the lover says that he will only stop watching the beloved if she 
puts on a veil: 

I have no intention to take my eyes off you 
Unless you stop the riot by covering your face. 3 

Here the lover refers to his being caught and exposed as the beloved’s 
lover: 

She took the veil off my love suddenly 
The one who is hidden in a veil. s 

In the following the lover laments the beloved wearing a veil, even a 
garment: 

It is a pity for that body to be covered 
It is injustice for that face to be veiled. ‘ 

In this couplet he compares the image of the beloved’s face to morning 
breeze: 

IX) you know why I love the morning breeze? It feels as if the beloved’s 
veil has been eased. 40 
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In the following couplet the beloved’s face is so radiant that if she took her 
veil off she would shine even in daylight: 

A face which if it sheds the veil in daylight 
Will be shining like a star in a dark night . 41 

Here the beloved could hunt and capture people just by taking her veil off: 
You need no lasso for hunting people 
It is just enough if you drop the veil . 42 

In the following the beloved should wear a veil or no pious person will 
remain in the realm: 

If with that beauty you do not cover your face 
Never again will you see a pious person in Pars. 1 ' 

In this one the beloved is begged to drop her veil for men and women to 
admire the work of God: Do not for God's sake hide your face from man 
and woman 

Let them see the work of God from left and right . 44 

This one contains a similar theme: 

I wish the veil would fall off that site of beauty 
So everyone could see the picture gallery. 4 ' 

And finally, even the veil will not quite hide the beloved’s beauty: 

The angel-face will not hide from view r 
Even if she veils herself a hundred times . 46 

Love and admiration for youths are not a characteristic of Sa’di’s poetry 
alone. The theme is found in the entire corpus of classical Persian poetry. 
Although it involves love for people of the same gender, this does not have 
quite the same personal, social and cultural implications that male 
homosexuality has in the West. Two types of such love may be 
distinguished One is the love of Sufis and other mystics for youths 
purportedly as symbols of the beauty of God, as well as the expression of 
love, often in passionate language, for their pupils, disciples and fellow 
Sufis of any age. For instance, the case of Rumi’s love for his mentor 
Shams is well known. Indeed many of his numerous ghazals are addressed 
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to Shams and contain expressions of love for him But he also expresses 
passionate love for other male friends and admirers, such as Hesam al-Din 
Chalabi, both in his Masnavi and in his ghazals. 

The other kind of love for youths is devotion and admiration for the 
beauty, the freshness, the very youthfulness, intelligence and intellect of 
young male persons with whom the poet or philosopher associated as 
mentor, teacher, pupil and young companion. As with the first type, this 
love is often expressed in the language of love of women, even though it 
did not necessarily involve sexual relations. It corresponds to the classical 
Greek tradition, not to that of contemporary Western homosexuality, or to 
male paedophilia. Love of and admiration for academic pupils w as 
regarded as a higher love than that for women. 

Once again the gender in the love poems is not explicit because of the 
absence of gender-specific personal pronouns; however, in some cases 
there are indicators that make clear the beloved is a youth. One of these is 
the word khatt , meaning literally ‘line’, but representing the early growth 
of hair above the youth’s mouth, which in full adulthood w ill become a 
moustache. It is sometimes expressed in the form of‘green line’ (khatt-e 
sab:) and of ‘grass of the line’ ( sabzeh-ye khatt), alluding to the colour of 
the early moustache in someone with dark hair. In one verse Sa‘di likens 
the khatt to a line drawn by a pen that uses dust instead of ink. 

Another frequently used term is shahed , meaning a ‘witness’ who is 
present in the company and attests to the presence of esoteric beauty; 
shahed-bazi means literally ‘playing with shahetf - that is, love and 
affection for youths. Other indicative terms are nazar and nazarbazi. 

Nazar means literally ‘look’, and nazarbazi ‘looking-play’; nazarbaz, like 
shahed-ba :, is one who is, or is inclined to be, involved with youths. 
Saheb-nazar means literally ‘the person who looks’ and has the same 
implication as nazar- baz and shahed-baz. All the terms refer exclusively 
to the love of youths. Among the great classics, these terms are found 
especially in the love poetry of Sa'di and of Hafiz. 

Khatt 

The following couplet uses the phrase ‘grass of the line’ to refer to the 
beloved’s new ly grown khatt ; 
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Sa‘di likes the grass of the khatt 
Unlike animals that just love the grass. 4 " 

Here ‘green line’ is used to praise the beauty of the beloved: 

Sa‘di loves a green khan 
In the vicinity of a red cheek. 4S 

Khan is also used as a pun in some verses, apparently meaning ‘script’ or 
“handwriting’, but in fact meaning the youth’s ‘line’: 

Good handwriting [khalt] is a chapter in your qualities Sweetness 
among your qualities is a letter in a book 4 ' 

Here is another example of the same pun: 

The mystics of Pars bow to your handwriting [khatt] 

Have you been writing a verse by Sa‘di?' (l 

And there are many other instances. 

Shahed , nazar, nazar-bazi and snheb-nazar 

In the following couplet the poet takes pride in his own shahed-bazi, his 
admiration and love for good-looking and intelligent youths: 

Everywhere Sa‘di is known for shahed-bazi 
This in our creed is not a fault but an achievement/ 1 

Here he advises himself to be both a recluse and a shahed-baz: 

Be a recluse and a shahed-baz , 0 Sa‘di 
He is a shahed who visits the recluse/' 2 

In the following couplet ‘Turk’ denotes a fair and light-skinned youth, and 
‘Frankish’ means European: 

There is no shahed as merry as my beloved Turk 
Frankish loop is not as good as his curly hair" 

The following contains an excellent image: 

A shahed with a candle is pure riot 
Being also sleepy and drunk" 
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In this couplet even the mohtaseb , the chief officer enforcing religious law, 
is mentioned in connection with admirers of youths: 

Mohtaseb is pursuing the libertine 
Mindless of the shahed-baz Sufis. 

The following contains the two related terms nazar and shahed in one line: 
No shahed that came to my sight \nazar] in coquetry 
Could enter my heart, for this is your place.' 6 

Here the first line refers to the general love of youths, but the second is 
about the beloved looking at the lover: 

Never in my life will I be able to stop nazar 
Take not your nazar of!' me 0 fount of beauty.' 

The same interplay of words is observed in the following couplet: 

If nazar is a sin, I have sinned many times 
I cannot stop myself from looking [nazar]:* 

And there are many more such examples. 

This translation 

Translation of poetry from one language into another is notoriously 
difficult. It is perhaps more demanding in the case of classical Persian 
poetry than in many other traditions. Apart from the virtual loss of metre 
and rhyme, many of the literary devices - imagery, metaphor, punning, 
and so on - are also lost in the process. Yet it is possible to render classical 
Persian poetry in modern English such that it does not appear alien to the 
ordinary reader, let alone scholars of the subject. 

In many, though not all, translations of Sa‘di’s ghazals, while the 
original Persian structure has often not been maintained, the rendering is 
close to being a literal expression of the original. The alternative to this 
practice, which has seldom been tried in Sa‘di’s case, is a broad poetical 
rendering of the original verse into English poetic form, the supreme 
example of which is Fitzgerald’s classic edition of the Rubaiyat of Omar 
Khayyam. 

Here I have maintained the structure of the ghazal, such that it presents 
each mesra ' or hemistich and beyt or distich in English as in the original. 
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For example: 


jlfr> jj jl jvi ajljj jJ jAS- 

jd y> 45 {O 3 J jloj jl j* 45 

Stop being drunk all my life, I will not 

For I was not yet bom when you entered my sight. 


(‘I Was Not Yet Bom...’) 

JUblJtf ^ J-i dS S& 
ft -U*i Jj y ^ f/ 

This one night in my beloveds embrace 
If they set me on fire it would leave no trace 


(‘In the Beloveds Embrace’) 

Jl) 1 jJ dS tatjljU jl JSJ! 

)jS 3 jj S la> JL> d> 

The sun does not deign to rise upon this night 
What thoughts traversed the mind and no sleep in sight. 

(‘A Night of Loneliness’) 


jLs 3 ^w 
J J 3 dS dj 

One with an image of the cypress tree 
Is better than many real cypress trees 


(‘...Your Naked Body’) 
CwS.I jLio VwMtfLo j j i > A & dj 

The human body is ennobled by the human soul You will not be human 
just wearing a nice shawl 


(‘The Place of Humanity’) 
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The above examples, as for the most part the translations below, show that 
they are not broad poetical renderings of the original into English verse. 
Nevertheless, although not literal translations, they communicate the 
poet’s original verse in a complementary and accessible English version. 
As it happens the poems selected here do not include those which are 
clearly addressed to a youth, and so the feminine gender has been used 
throughout the translation 

Classical Persian poets did not use titles for their poems, be they ghazal 
or any other genre. 1 have, however, added titles, in both Persian and 
English, to the ghazals translated in this volume, which generally reflect 
their content. 

Finally, from the thirteenth century onwards each ghazal was signed by 
the poet in his takhallos or pen name. Sa‘di’s takhallos is indeed ’Sa’di’ 
itself and is to be found at the end of each ghazal translated below. 
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EXPRESSION of LOVE 



J* 

j aS . . j** j) 

iJ*S d» Ji dS J3I jl JO 3^0 
js-ijA dj 3 juL Jit do ^ jujo 30 JjU-i 

JuJ JJ» jl> ji$S do CJLt J j ^Jis^ 
“ft-ijS do C~J Cot$J> /Oy> Cou-x^Sj 
^Lli jb <U 35 ^-3*0 , 53 ; 35 J^o 

f~>3*j v 3 1 oj^i dS »ji jJ jlji j-e <s 5 
(OjU ^U—I ji d 5 do jl Ji 0 JLoij w vO 
^3^ do JOjO j Jo ^jIjJ ^Ljo jS d 5 
y~io>l j-a ;LS jJ jjy»\ j* jJLs do Lo 
<&J*3 J 30 ;llaJjl j! yl>> OJbJ d 5 

^ii y J3^fc ^4 3 ^iloo g*A do Ij 4 
do ^034 30 i3>3 31 dS 
Co>lj> C~-J 3 ColSo- 0Jj3> p-3 do 

^J< 3 j 3 io j-a 3> Ju 5 Cua^U Cm-jJJo d 5 
j 5 L*j jjLt ^30^ dS (53^-a Ij 4 

4-03J0 ^4 Juo 3> j\iS 0J0I9 dj> jx^ 
Jblo j — —' 3I do ^ 9 ; doilo olj do 
^3$o J-3 jji do {toLo jl^a jS 3 
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Love's secret 

I tried hard to hide the secret of desire 
It was not possible to stop burning on fire. 

I was alert from the start not to fall in love 
All reason faded seeing your face above. 

Your mouth told the ears of my soul a story 
And now the peoples warning is all a story. 

You alone can stop the riot by hiding thy face 
I cannot bear to turn away my face. 
Broken-hearted, if 1 come to dance and wine 
I’d arrive on my feet, but return shoulder-high. 
Come to me in peace at night 
I have not slept longing for you all night. 

You gave me up for nothing, yet I am determined 
Not to sell a hair of yours for earth, sky and wind. 
I’ll describe my pain to someone who is wounded 
Telling a healthy person I’d be reprimanded. 

Do not say ‘Sa‘di give up love and passion’ 

It will be no use since I will not listen. 

Entering a desert is better than staying put 
Even if I make it not, I’ll remain on foot. 
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...f jUj ji o* «S 

J^~a ;L> jjl jl fjlji jt ytS- <Ua 

^ dS jUj jl j<4 dS 

-US I j j dS jyUjl J *4 dj y 
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u^-r4 jL* Jl) »» y 

*> ji jl jIj jljA d5 jS jli-3^ dj 

i > y—i^yj Ja 3 k _ r —jy dS 

I3U Ckwy ^ukl dS I j Lo J l J> Jj J 

jUalil dj y> dj iyoJby» JI03 dj 

buA jsj dj ^y 5 w jA-ii v_JS d 5 UW dj 
OSjUa dj lj jL-jJ v_-Us dS y 
Ij U jL 3 u jIjl^ dj lib dJlS jl 3y 
3 ^AiU 3 j* ^jLjIj 3 UAj 3 3J 
J;L- dj d 5 Job JJJo-iys Ji 
iy> d 5 jl jl dj Julb CJ dJLi y> dS 
JluL jl^> u«i dj dj CJ3^ 3 CJxj ^Uj 3> 
^ i ^jj 3 JU&i ,yyj jSl JJUS d> 
6^? 9 jl) 1 * v3'> j* 

3 ,jJj3> .jja— v_— y ^Jji? dj 
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/ was not yet horn... 

Stop being drunk all my life, I will not 

For I was not yet born when you entered my sight. 

Unlike the sun you do not come and go 
Others come and go; you permanently glow. 

What pain I endured from our separation 
Yet your face shone and ended the damnation. 

A glance at your friends much better sits 
Than sending them greetings and gifts. 

You broke my aching heart which is your captive 
With separation, now cure it with the ointment of love. 

No wonder if you pierce the enemy’s heart in battle 
Broken as you have your friends’ hearts at farewell. 

Go away learned doctor, leave us to the Almighty 
Us, loving and drunkenness; you, prayer and piety. 

You must give your enlightened heart to love 
Loving a Ka’ba is better than self-love. 

Since good fortune will not be made by energy 
What then can we do but show humility? 

Complaining of separations and the inconstancy of life, Sa di, 
Is not in your line; take your fate and be free. 
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CyoLd 

y v53Jj' J* ^ j' J* 
5!) ^3$ lSI> dS jb- Ju>ol jlju 

fj^j-> di* J JSAt dS CuoLS ^-O CJ3 dj 

^-ib 3J i^3>3 0 -u 4 ^> dj 3-* ^$3^-*^ dj 

3^ (jljUiLi JlL)I J<i dS" ^ 5 LaJ>wO dj 

^-ib 3J ^3j 3J ^3-w dj ^lai 

JL jljjfc ^ ^JLP OlSsjl^ dj 

^.wb 3J <^30 ^3J dj d 51 O-^b cjI 3> j 
1 ** * •*" Q * JS ^->3^0 d^i?3j Cod> 
^-ib 3J ^3-u» dj jlji ^>350 J3> JU> 
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jv 9 j 3J ^3>3 b O-J J^-u) djib jljjfc 
p—>b 3J dj bjisz^u) s _3 >ib 3 


26 




Love at the dawn of Resurrection 

In the breath that 1 die, for you I’ll be longing 
Wishing to turn into the dust of your belonging. 

At the dawn of Resurrection when my eyes open 
For you I’ll be looking, to you I’ll be talking. 
Among the beauties of the two worlds 
Being a slave to your face, at you I’ll be looking. 
In nothingness a thousand years if I sleep 
I shall rise up by the scent of your hair deep. 

I’ll not talk of Eden or smell the paradise rose 
()r pursue the houris, to you I’ll run without pause. 
I w ill not drink of Heaven’s wine, ruby bright 
I will not need it, being drunk by your sight. 

With you I can tread a thousand deserts with ease 
Otherwise, Sa’di, I’ll come to you and appease.' 
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Lover's humility 

Who am I, worthless me, to ask for your hand 
Wrong of me to be your lover, you my beloved. 

I cannot possibly rise up to your station 
Unless I rise by a ray of your affection. 

I will not attach myself to you for I do not 
Wish at all to be your thorn and you my bud. 

I never deigned to be entrapped by you 
For I am not worth being a captive of you. 

Sadness and joy 1 know not in the world 
Unless I am joyful with you and sad without you. 
Rivals will not let me approach your abode 
Only you can protect me on the road. 

If the Almighty punishes you for a sin 
Tell Him that / am the bearer of your sins. 

How could people not love listening to me 
When I do so much love seeing thee? 

What am I worth to want to desire you 
Except if you tell me that I deserv e you? 

Your favours I’ll not enjoy, I’ll persist however 
So I die in the process and become your creditor. 
Not just in this but also in the other world 
I shall be constant to you, and sold. 

May Sa‘di turn to dust if you do not like his body 
Pity if I am proud of you and you ashamed of me. 4 
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The pain of love 

The pain of love is one which has no remedy 
No wonder the afflicted moan of tragedy. 

People of reason know that those madly in love 
Listen not to the advisor and the preacher’s advice. 
He who’s not drunk with the wine of loving 
Has not experienced the joy of living. 

Musk, aloes wood, ambergris, others such 
None has a better aroma than my beloved much. 
It’s unusual for the game to break out of the trap 
But it’s not unusual for it to die entrapped. 

If my love knew what’s happening to me 
I'd bear the cruelty of the rival and enemy. 

My enemy’s eyes wept over my fate 
The stranger sympathises, the friend doesn’t. 

The rose is laughing with such relief 
Knowing nothing of the nightingale’s grief. 

Sa’di, where can you complain about your beloved 
Be patient with her even though she isn’t.' 
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Love and patience 

Love with patience belongs to a heart of stone 
A thousand miles are between love and patience. 
Stop giving me advice fellow-travellers 
For repentance from love is like glass hit by stone. 
1 will no longer drink and dance in secret 
Good name is a sin in the lovers’ faith. 

No lesson at all can I be taught 
Seeing the cup-bearer and hearing the lute. 
Thinking of you, I breathe the morning breeze 
But alas it is nothing but air and wind. 

Tell the beloved who’s left me in anger 
Even if it’s war I am ready to surrender. 

Come and kill me the way you know 
For without you the world’s nothing but a blow. 
Blame will not wash love off Sa‘di’s heart 
Black cannot be washed off someone dark. 6 
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The turn of loving 

I said I’d get hard-hearted awhile 
Open my heart to no-one for love. 

Yet he who set his eyes on your mouth 
His ears will not hear any advice. 

Especially a lover such as me 
Having loved you from the dawn of time. 
By your heart I’ll keep you in my heart 
Better than that 1 cannot swear by. 

Put aside that veil just for once 
To please a wishful lover at once. 

The world’s mother cannot be old 
Of whom was born a child like you. 
Farhad’s love wounds would hurt him less 
If Shirin did not pour so much salt on them. 
I wish 1 lay like dust on the way 
So your shadow would fall on my clay. 

A servant has no choice at all 
Except serving his master in full. 

Sa’di, the time of respectability has passed 
The turn of loving has come to pass. s 
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Inadequacy of reason 

You, a part of paradise and sign of bliss, 

For Lord’s sake of your lover take notice. 

I thought there’d be an end to love’s pain 
Yet each morning it comes over me again. 
Famous is now the story of my loving you 
Though I have no chance to share it with you. 

I reached the utmost limit of my patience 
Alas love leaves no limit to endurance. 

Love and reason cannot exist in one place 
Chaos rules in a kingdom with two rulers. 

In goodness you stand up among the multitude 
Just like the standard of a victorious force. 
Killing me without a crime is not a fault 
Slaves are occasionally killed thus by their lord. 
As soon as the army of love began its conquest 
The inadequacy of reason became manifest. 

Let me put myself under your protection 
The day everyone is seeking redemption. 

To whom could I possibly complain of you 
If 1 must, I will have to complain to you. 

Sa’di the tale of your love will not remain secret 
For a wound inside will eventually surface. 9 
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/ am just this raiment 

I’ve forgotten me since I’ve known her 
She being there means that I am nowhere 
I tear off my raiment a part of the excitement 
That, being inside her. I’m nothing but this raiment. 
Rival! Do not scheme and look for a fight 
Seeing her not I’d rather tear out my eyes 
Suppose I deny facing a dilemma 
Friend and foe will know it from my librettos. 

All and sundry know the legend of my love 
My loving her is the legend of the town 
She broke with me regardless that I suffer 
How can I break with her, I wonder. 

If they bury me with this burning flame 
Open my grave and see the shroud is burnt 
If you thirst for blood here take my head 
It is better in your hands than on my shoulders. 
People of reason run aw ay from love’s arrow 
If it comes from you I will not move at all 
Soon as your sweet mouth opened to talk 
I am afraid my enthusiasm made me choke. 

Sa‘di’s lips and your mouth, what a distance 
I am content with my mouth mentioning your lips. 10 
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Dove anil hawk 

The night of selfless lovers is too long 
Come my love so we’ll have morning from the start. 
There’s nowhere I’d be able to run from you 
Where can a dove go from the claws of a hawk? 

So deep is my love that I bear not to see your face 
A selfless lover must after all be honest. 

Do throw a glance at me by a kind gesture 
Since it’s necessity that makes sufferers pray. 

The word that I cannot bear to hide from myself 
To whom shall I take it to keep as a secret? 

With you in mind my ritual prayer is void 
The idol in you stops me saying it at all. 

I did not reckon, when seeking your love, 

That while I adore you, you will not care. 

Next time you see her, Sa di, don’t open your heart 
For the night of union is short, and the talk long. 

The step you take towards the beloved 
Will be false if you are afraid of a bad end 1 
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1 shall not repent 

If I die of your love in this world 
I’ll hold you to account in the next world 
One can choose between this and the other world 
But 1 have no choice other than my beloved. 

You are a remedy to everyone’s ills 
No remedy except your love please 
He who has no-one but you in the two worlds 
Is me, the poor beggar among all. 

Religious police stop troubling the young! 

Even I will not repent being old, not young 
One day I’ll kiss the bows of her eyebrows 
And then I’ll be ready to kiss her arrows. 

Tell the fragrant spring breeze 
For whose tenderness I am ready to die 
To tell my love when passing through Shiraz 
That your lover is captive in some other place. 

I am sleepless because without my beloved 
Beside me, I cannot even rest in a silk bed 
Sweet beloved of Sa’di’s entire life! 

You are gone, but are still on my mind. 1: 
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Captive to love 

Every day and night I almost decide 
To give up your love and leave town 
Yet as soon as I set foot out of my home 
Constancy stops me from leaving you alone. 

They all desire something or someone 
Other than you, I desire no-one 
Because not even in the mirror of illusion 
Will one as beautiful as you enter the imagination. 
In legend Vameq was mad about Azra 
I am now another Vameq, and you another Azra 
It is the season of rose and nightingale 
Everyone is outdoors to enjoy the air. 

Come in the morning to see the green grass 
So I will not see it away from your pass 
Each day I am seized by the sadness of love 
I say let’s load this upon what’s already gone. 

But then I say no, Sa‘di, life is short 
Try to put up with it more and more. 13 
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On his knees 

Careful is one who shuns the lovers’ season 
Alas my nature cannot bear the coldness of reason. 
He whose heart is adorned with pure truth 
Will deliver both worlds to the one he adores. 

A flood of eagles will not frighten a lover 

Just as a rain of arrows will not deter a mad fighter. 

1 am after all not alone in the realm of compassion 
The love of your sweet lips also raises passion. 

My bad luck does not allow' me to have you 
Hard as he tries, what can a poor man do? 

Taking me will be virtuous, rejecting me just 
He is not a true lover who runs from your wTath 
Since I’ve come to you all doors are shut 
Wherever you are, riot breaks out. 

Sa‘di will not stop staring at your face 
And will hold your lap if you turn your face. 14 
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What fault? 

Would anyone give up loving his sweetheart? 

He would who has a heart stone-hard 
The lover who claims to know true love 
Lies if he cares at all for his own self. 

He who is in love from the bottom of his heart 
Cannot love anything else, even the two worlds 
Our death is surely in the w ilderness of love 
What gallant man will keep us company? 

If lions come from the front, swords from behind. 
He is not a true lover who would for a second mind 
And if they bring paradise itself before his eyes 
The true lover will not take his eyes off his beloved. 
I only have my head to put at my sweetheart’s feet 
And I wonder w hat she will think of it 
Sadly, she rambles on plain dust 
I wish she’d walk on me if she must. 

The ignorant blame Sa’di’s fault for love 
This is not a fault but an asset that I’ve got 
Anyone who has anyone but you 
Does not at all deserve to love you. ' 
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A tale told at every corner 

Do not believe, my love, that I have any other 
Or that day and night about anything else I bother. 

I was caught in the lasso of your long hair 
Like others entrapped in its every curl. 

Suppose 1 pretend not to care about you 
The whole world will bear witness that I do. 

He who blames me for being in love 

Will stop it when he sets eyes on you my love. 

1*11 bear the oppression of my rival for loving you 
Wanting a flower, one must bear its thorns too. 

I am not the only one who longs for you 
Multitudes have been burnt in your milieu. 

When the wind blows the dust from your home 
Its fragrance fills the air better than perfume. 

What shall I offer you that may please you? 

I cannot claim that my life is worthy of you. 

One day I shall take oft'my patched raiment 
So all will see the cross which I wear under it. 

We all suffer from bearing the brand of your love 
I am not the only drunk; there is hardly a sober one. 
Sa'di’s love is not such that can be under cover 
It is a tale that they tell at every corner. 16 
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Let me not be 

How soft is the garment on your figure 
How 1 wish 1 could embrace you like your belt 
Naught can I think of but having you 
For no-one can ever compete with you. 

If you speak of anyone with bitterness 

It’ll not be bitter as it leaves your lips 

Not only am I notorious for loving you 

You too are notorious, with multitudes watching you. 

I've stopped thinking and given up all illusion 

For you are too beautiful to locate in a vision 

The moon’s pretty, the cypress tree is elegant 

You are neither as you are like them both. 

0 rival if you stop me from seeing her 
Tell her at least that I prayed for her 
All my life, my love. I’ll pray for you to be 
If your existence excludes mine, let it be. 

There’s no choice, Sa’di, but forbearance 
Now that you need her, bear it with patience. 1 
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Selfless love 

For you 1 feel something, something special 
And not just because you look pretty. 

My whole being is burning with your love 
1 have ceased to be, but there still is your love. 
Do not believe that I will leave you alone 
For as long as in my body there is a bone. 

Come, and you will live in my heart 
Go, and you’ll be remembered by it. 

No tongue can quite describe your beauty 
But as long as 1 have a tongue it’ll be my duty. 
The beauty of your figure is a source of wonder. 
It proves that there are moving cypress trees. 
Your face may be likened to the moon 
But the moon cannot speak sweet words. 

I will not rest next to anyone but you 
At your feet, if not on your pillow. 

Give up, Sa‘di, for in the bazaar of love 
They do not put any value on men’s life. 1 ' 
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Poor reason 

Ever since I set eyes on that beautiful face 
It became clear that I had lost patience 
I had thought that reason could cope 
Poor reason lost out to love’s onslaught. 

She’s drawn the dagger of love on her lovers 
I have dropped the shield and am defenceless 
You cannot hide fire in what is burning 
My love was thus exposed without a warning. 
Whoever 1 told about her wonderful aspects 
Fell for her and like me became unconscious 
Be careful that you do not fall for the lips of Shirin 
For even a hero like Farhad they brought down. 

The enlightened know that her fiery breath 
Set fire to my harvest more than others 
The minute 1 saw that garden of beauty 
I could not possibly watch another body. 

Sa'di could not bear the sadness of her love 
Which you must be a Rostam to be able to fight. 1 g 
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How sweet is your poetry 

Beside your face others are pictures on the wall 
None has the face and depth of you at all 
With the flower of your face all flowers are thistles 
Having taken you as friend all others are strangers. 
They say one night of life is the Sacred Night 
It must be the night that is spent at your side 
It’ll be a pity to sacrifice amorous success 
To any and all things else. 

With your lovely hands you’ve not just injured me 
Killed like me by your sabre are many 
I am astonished at your eye that every night 
Falls asleep while a whole town is awake for your love. 
It’s something strange, a difficult pain 
That can be neither hidden nor explained 
Ciod knows that I am nothing but your thought 
Although even that is far from thought. 

Sa‘di, your words are sweeter than sugar 
The garden of your poetry is filled with singing birds 
Ever since roses have sprouted in your mind’s garden 
Nightingales have lost the art of competition. 20 
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/ am not worth the dust beneath your feet 

My luck is not a mirror at which you may look 

My person is not worth the dust on which you may walk 

1 love you so much that I have forgotten me 

You are so full of yourself that you are unaware of me. 

To what can I liken you in the whole world 

For you are better than anything in my thought 

He is surely struck by a fit of blindness 

Who does not lose himself on seeing your face. 

I thought 1 would leave town to forget you 
But I cannot, since 1 see you everywhere I go 
Our sighs rise up to the skies at dawn 
You will not even open your eyes at dawn. 

Sleepers arc unaw are of the pain of the sleepless 
For a carefree person does not sense the cares of others 
All that they say in your praise is right 
Except that you keep changing your mind. 

If you remove the purdah and show' your face 
You will expose the secrets of all purdah-dwellers 
Those who do not know you will admonish Sa‘di: 

A madman is blamed by those who are not bewitched. 21 
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Harder than stone 

It would be but a small loss 
To lose my head for your love 
Since you are bent on killing me 
Let me at least see you for a while. 

Looking at your face is not forbidden [haram] 
It’s looking at another that’s forbidden 
I wish to tum into dust at your threshold 
So that you would step on my head. 

I am not puzzled by your beauty 
Since I do have some sense in me 
I am puzzled at God’s qualities 
That created such a perfect being. 

Anyone anywhere who sets eyes on thee 
Will be lost by your dazzling beauty... 

Even hills are affected by Sa'di’s sigh 
Alas, it has no effect on your stone heart. 

All my life I said stones were hard, unawares 
That some hearts may be harder than stones. 22 
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I still feel young 

He who lives without her 
And does not die is obdurate. 

I was determined to avoid loving 
It is she who did the enticing. 

I am worshipping her body 
Stone-hearted, she ignores me. 

My head is turning snow white 
But I still leel just as young. 

I would not have opened up my heart 
But I was exposed by the tears in my eyes. 
He who struggles against his fate 
Is beating iron with his head. 

Reason cannot overcome love 
It just hopelessly tries. 

Longing to see her, Sa‘dis eyes 
Drop pearls as does her mouth. 

He must indeed be full of passion 
Who has such a sweet expression 23 
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.Vo joy in living without you 

Sleeping in an abode without the beloved 
Is just like a dead person wrapped in a shroud 
Living cannot be called living without you 
For what worth is a body without a soul? 

Ever since the morning passed through the fields 
I have not found a cypress tree like you indeed 
And it is unbelievable that the sun 
Would rise from an open-necked gown. 

And there is that chain of your long hair 
Which hides a sedition under each of its curls 
In the streets of love there is a bazaar 
Where a thousand lives are not worth a dime. 

I really deserve to receive your alms 

For you will find none poorer than me likewise 

Today no groups gather in the seven realms 

Where they do not recite Sa'di’s Persian pearls. 

Either you have a heart made of stone 

()r my pleas don’t reach your ears at all . 24 
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The heartbreak of your love 

I still think of you even if you care not 
The whole world has learned of my lonely lot 
Neither do I have the luck to be with you 
Nor the patience to forget about you. 

I cannot leave you for anyone anyway 
Since I cannot have a Ka’ba every day 
The heartbreak of your love has struck me such 
That no amount of advice can make me give up. 

At the Resurrection when they bring me to the book 
Amidst all the fear for you I will still look 
I swear by my friend that when she is with me 
1 w ill not worry even if I have a thousand enemies. 

I cannot possibly say how fine is your body 
Since I keep gazing at it instead of looking 
And no wonder if you too do not recognise me 
Since I am much less than anyone can be. 

I’ll not stop seeking you, by my life and mind. 

Even if my life and mind are showered with reprimand 
Do not ask me, 'Sa l di, why are you despondent?’ 

It’s because the thought of you turns my temperament.*' 
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When a friend is the enemy 

Do let me pass by your face 
And steal a look from that beautiful space 
Separation brings longing, but seeing hurts 
1 like the hurt since I cannot bear to wait. 

It is your privilege not to look at my face 
At least step on my face for God’s sake 
My head is at your feet and even if enemies 
Cut it off it will still be there, at your feet. 

You said your lovers are more than dust 
Not more, we are in fact less than dust 
Strange that I am both with you and without you 
Apparently one with you and yet far from you. 

I neither receive the fragrance of love from you 
Nor have the courage to choose someone to replace you 
They complain of their enemies to their friends 
When a friend is the enemy, to whom shall I protest? 

I am not running after her by my own free will 
I am caught in her lasso and pulled without help 
Sa‘di in the loop of this lasso are prisoners 
Beside whom you are but an insignificant game. 26 
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Unless you cover your face 

He who has seen your face would know how I feel 
Since anyone who fell in love with you could not sit still 
It is impossible to take one’s eyes off your face 
Unless you cover it and thus hide your face. 

Anyone whose eyes fell on that beauty 
Would heartily admire your whole being 
If the gardener tries to plant such a cypress tree 
He would plant it not in a spring but in his own eye. 

How many nights my longing ended in day 
In the hope that I spend a night with you till day 
I try to bring the night of separation somehow r to day 
But it turns into night when I don’t see you on the day. 

I endure your unkindness and royal pride 
But do not let the horse ride and the pawn stay behind. 
Take me off the dust with your blessed hand 
Since if you don’t no-one will give me a hand 
What use is killing a lover with the sword of love? 

Tell him, instead, the story of love so his spirits lift up. 
This was a message from lovers which Sa‘di brought 
Though it will not give any listener food for thought. 2 
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Only ashes beyond the burning 

Whether or not my heart is patient in loving 
Let it be patient for there is no other remedy. 

Friend, try not to go to where loved ones live 
For you will Find no possible way out of it 
They all know in the world that in loving 
There is no room at all for reasoning. 

They tell me to seek another lover 
But no-one is as adorable as her 
1 have explored the w hole of the orchard 
But no tree bears fruit quite like the beloved. 

What gift worthy of you can I bring you? 

For I have just a life wtiich is not worth a look by you 
Do you know r who really understands love? 

He who is completely unaware of the world. 

Sa’di, since you still hope for a union 
Fear not of losing your life for it brings no fear 
The loving moth was in danger of the candle’s wrath 
Now that the candle has burnt it the danger has passed 


28 
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I did not invent love 

Loving, after all, was not my invention 
Nor sinning that miserable I first committed 
I will not tell you about the pain in my heart 
Since you do not even know what is in my heart. 

0 Preacher who scolds me for loving 

Where were you when I drank the wine of loving? 

You go and think what’s best for your life 
Since 1 gave up my life the minute I fell in love. 

I pledged my life to the love of my lover 
If I break it I will not be a man worthy of love 
I turned away from the whole world for having you 
It will not be fair if you keep me longing for you. 

It was you who sent me round the world bewitched 
I am not running round the world of my ow n free w ill 
I dare not wish to turn into the dust of your shoes, beloved 
Lest as dust I would pollute your clean, sinless garment. 

In the Day of Judgement I’ll hold your hand 
And ask why you hurt Sa’di’s heart in this world. 29 
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I cannot repent of loving you 

I am so bewitched by your look 
That I cannot describe how you look 
I just cannot repent of loving 
Let the pious keep scolding. 

People live by their bodies and souls 
And 1, by being with her body and soul. 

No use would be for what life I have left 
Except if I give it to the one close to my chest. 

If you turn the rein away from me my love 
Not even a sword could turn me away from love 
If you summon me. I’ll be ready at your feet 
And if you reject me I'll be your obedient servant. 
I am not one who would lightly go away 
Even if I am driven to the point of death 
Whether you accept me or let me go 
My only hope will be praying for you. 

In pitch dark it is difficult to see 
But it’s easy, looking for that immortal beauty 
Till when, Sa'di, will you bear unkindness? 
Perhaps till you die with lovesickness. 

Real men are at peace and tolerate hardship 
Who am 1° The dust of real men’s feet . 0 
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Let your presence light up Sa'di's eyes 

Anyone passing by the lovers’ lane 
Will try to return to reason in vain. 

The bird in the claws of an eagle 
Will never see her nest again. 

Your eyebrow is like an altar 
That would call an infidel to prayer. 

How exalted and happy must be 
He who has you each moment to sec. 

I won’t be upset at your bitter words 
Sweet as they are from a mouth like yours. 

Come and read the sadness off my yellow face 
For if I tell the story it will take years. 

I am shouting of heart- and mourning of head-ache 
These are not just words that come from the mouth 
Put your feet not on dust but on Sa'di’s eyes 
Anyone as good as you must be a coquette and enticing.' 
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I've broken my vows 

Let the people say I am drunk and in love 
It’s true 1 have broken all my vows 
Let enemies hurt and friends scold me 
I am totally untouched by whatever they told me. 

My ego demanded honour and hypocrisy 
I liberated myself from it and now 1 am free 
Having seen your face I’d be damned 
If I set my eyes on any other friend. 

I used to mix and socialise with many 
With you, I would not want to see any 
I am drunk by looking at your figure, 0 Saqi 
Long before you serve your wine to me. 

All night 1 remain awake thinking of you 
So neither I nor the neighbours rest because of you 
Please do not talk to anyone else with those lips. 

Swear at me, instead, and I’ll respond with praise 
Long ago your love made Sa‘di tell his heart 
That no wonder he must worship this icon. 

My heart was bound by the fetters of universal sadness 
I fell into the fetters of your love and was liberated from it.' 
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Sa'di's nume stood for loving 

It’s not just that no-one resembles you 
The moon itself lacks your shining face 
I will not adore the figure of the cypress tree 
Since as well-proportioned as yours it cannot be. 
Your eyebrow is such a perfect bow 
That no-one in town can escape its arrow 
No heart will be captured by anyone but you 
As there is no heart that is not captive to you. 

I cannot do a thing if you choose one like me 
Since I know not in the world one like thee 
On reflection you’ll know that your heart of steel 
Does not at all suit your breasts of silk. 

Everywhere Sa’di’s name stood for love 
Except that his name is not in the beloved’s mind. 1; 
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Site of Ka 'ba 

You have no pity for me at all 
But blessed be your body and soul. 

How should I praise your figure 
Your movements or speech of sugar 
Of your face ashamed must be the sun 
When through the window it comes on. 

1 shall not elaborate on your body 
Your garment itself tells its story. 

You w ho are a harvest of flowers 
Give some to your flower’s beggar. 

O ravishing beauty try to be as kind 
As your moral beauty would demand. 

O site of Ka’ba show me a sign 
So 1 can turn around you like a divine. 

Take my hand in the few days of this world 
So I will not hold you to God in the next world. 
Out of my heart 1 intend to throw you w hole 
And give you an abode within my soul. 

No use complaining to a heart of stone 
Which is just like blow ing cold air at iron. 

I told her I would spill my blood 
She said it would be on your own head 
1 shall set fire to the horizons, 1 said 
Sa’di I will not catch fire, she said. 4 
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Love in spring 

Trees are in bloom, nightingales drunk 
The world has turned young, friends in joyful truck. 
Full of charm always was our drinking partner 
Now adorned, she is more charming than ever. 

Those who during Ramadan broke the harp 
Heard the flower breathe and broke their fast. 

The lawn has been beaten down delightfully 
By the mystics and non-mystics dancing joyously. 
Two friends will appreciate friendship’s fire 
Who parted for a while then returned in full desire. 
No sober person leaves the Sufis’ abode \khaneqah\ 
To tell the police that the Sufis are inebriate. 

In our quaint garden there is a floral tree 
More balanced in figure than the cypress tree. 

If the whole world becomes my enemy, I swear 
By my beloved that of none other I will care. 

He whom love has killed looks like seafarers 
Who dropped their cargo and survived themselves. 
The cypress tree was asked why it bore no fruit 
The free, it replied, are empty in hand and foot. 
Many, O Sa’di, took the road to Rationality 
Because they knew not the path of Insanity. 35 
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1 am H'onderstruck 

That is not a lace whose beauty I can express 
Let someone else do it as I am astounded. 

They all see, but that is not the art which 1 see 
They all read, but that is not the passage which I read. 

It is no wonder that her seekers are wondering 
It is a wonder that I am with her and still wondering. 

They plant the cypress tree in the orchard 

Moving cypress, let me put you on my eye and on my head! 

Loving the flow er of your face is not new 

It’s years that I have sung in this garden like a nightingale. 

By your head 1 will never break my pledge to you 

Even if you order me to sacrifice my life for you. 

Let me lose my life for the sake of the one I love 
Since nothing better than that would bring me back to life. 
Dearest love I will listen to any of your advice 
Except if you tell me to be patient with your loss. 

You wonder about my eagerly passionate nature 
Whereas I wonder at those who lack such nature. 

You had said ‘Who in the world is Sa‘di 9 ’ 

I am nothing and no-one, except what you call me. 

If you do me the honour of having me I am an angel 
And if you violently reject me I am Satan 36 
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Moon-face sapling 

The garden of beauty has not moulded a shoot like you 
The face of the earth is void of a mole like you. 

A brighter moon the wheel of sky has not seen 
A crescent thinner than your eyebrow has not been. 

The sun has looked around your face 
And has failed to make for her beauty a case. 

In its seven layers the wily wheel is yet to find 
One more bewitching than your charming smile. 

The hawk of my patience is yet to fly 

Its wings in the claws of the condor of your love. 

How long should my soul moan of the pain of your love 
Without even once seeing an example of your kindness. 

I have become the talk of the town among the crowd 
And yet have not received from you one word. 

Whoever rises to his peak tends to decline 
I am declining and not having reached the top line. 

In what hope should the bud of my life open 
Having not had a breeze from the orchard of union. 

Sa‘di tears down a thousand garments in grief every day 
Without receiving one word of kindness from you in a year. 
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Trails of mystery 

Each time that wayward idol passes by me 
A hundred trails of mystery mystify me. 

Drunk with wine, sleep, youthfulness and beauty 
That is how each time she passes by the sober society. 
Each time she passes she kills her friends 
Yet the friends long for her passing again. 

I thought I’d sit like a man of reason in a corner 
But that angel turns me mad when she turns the comer 
I thought I’d turn into a recluse and shut out the world 
But the pain of love even pierces through the wall. 

You have broken the market of all that is beautiful 
There is no room left for buyers to pass at all. 

Do not withdraw as the sweet life is worthless 
Except w ith the beloved, the moment of bliss. 

There is comfort in suffering when there is hope 
That the doctor would one day manage. 

Perhaps if the morality policeman passes by the tavern 
He would also turn drunk, loving and unconscious. 

Sa‘di one cannot go to the beloved by oneself 

There is no road there for strangers to pass without help. 3s 
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...Your naked body 

One with an image of the cypress tree 
Is better than many real cypress trees 
How can one leave the beloved’s side 
And go and see jasmine and tulip aside? 
Except in the mirror, you will never have seen 
As beautiful as yourself a scene 
Seeing just your own reflection 
How could you give the likes of me attention? 
The size of your mouth I will not mention 
It cannot hold even a word by intention 
Wrapped in its garment, your body 
Is just like a soul inside a body. 

And he who would see you naked 
Would say it is just a flower bed 
With you in sight it will be a mistake 
To behold other beauties instead 
If the wind comes it will blow me away 
For I am just a raiment with no body 
The remedy, 0 Sa‘di, is despair 
When there is no remedy or repair.'' 
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Sugar and honey 

Let my body and soul be a sacrifice to you beloved 
I will not exchange a hair of yours for the whole world 
Sweeter than these lips I have not heard anyone speak 
Speak, are you sugar itself or your mouth honey? 

One day be kind and at me throw a dart 
Luckily your hand and dart will be right 
Whether you turn back or cover your face 
I w ill see the corner of your eye in the chase. 

The cypress tree lacks your moonlit face 
What calamity, after all, are you? 

Hard as I tried I was unable to describe you 
The moon has not your cypress-tree grace. 

Whoever blames me for loving you 

Will take back the blame when seeing you 

It is w asteful that you cover this picture of a face 

Open, it profits the needy and costs you not a pittance. 

Come back, for in my eyes has remained your sight 

Sit dowTi, since your face has settled in my mind 

It’s not all that much losing my heart 

I’ve just one breath left which to you I’ll sacrifice. 

Gracefully you swore at me; it made my fame 

Happy is Sa’di now that you mention his name 
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Miracle and grace 

Your figure is beyond praise 
Your smile nothing but miracle and grace 
Whoever saw your moon-shaped face 
Loved it and was ready to be blamed. 

Each day and night that 1 am without you 
My every word is filled with remorse 
The time I spent without you I don’t call life 
All my life I have tried to make up for this loss. 
The cypress tree, praised so much for its stature. 
Pales before your well-proportioned figure 
If a traveller sets his eye on you 
He will change his mind and not go. 

If you rise on the Day of Resurrection 
All parties will be dazzled by your reflection. 

If you like all that Sa‘di suffers 

Then the suffering counts as health and happiness. 4 
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The sweetness of her mouth 

The sweetness of her mouth is div ine 
No wonder that it is far from mine 
Don’t call it a face, it’s a full moon 
Don’t call it a figure, it’s a cypress tree. 

But in fact she has surpassed the cypress tree 
For her body is made of silver 
Never will you find a body as delicate as this 
It’s as if her soul alone fills her dress. 

Is it a mole on that silvery car 

Or a piece of musk on a jasmine flower? 

In short you are the chaos in the world today 
And one can see the riot in your eye. 

I tried to liberate my heart from the curl of your hair 
But I may not succeed as it is full of curls 
Wishing to sacrifice one’s life to have you 
Is difficult to fulfil for the price is small. 

If a sad lover shouts in your neighbourhood 
He cannot be blamed for he is not in control 
I believe that any offence or error 
Committed by a beauty is fine. 

Sa'di only thinks of you not of himself 
Any raiment worn by a libertine is a shroud. 4 
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The ruby of your lips 

None as enticing as you have I come across 
No flower as fresh as you have 1 crossed 
It’s impossible to find humans, not even fairies. 

Like you anywhere, even on all the horizons. 

Nor have I seen the like of your magical art 
In the magic performed by the golden calf 
Nor can the moon shining in blue sky 
Compete w ith your radiant appearance. 

Nor have I seen a ruby like your sweet lips 
Among the rubies in a jeweller’s ruby bag 
And like the two rows of pearls in your mouth 
I have not even found the pearls of the Persian tongue. 
Who would buy the moon since many a time 
I saw the moon without a customer in line? 

Nor have I seen anyone like you 
Revealing the secrets of your pious lovers. 

I saw all the sweethearts everywhere 
But did not find one as audacious as you 
And the cruelty you commit in Islamic lands 
I have not seen committed in the lands of the infidels. 
Sa‘di, I have seen no-one who as much as you 
Suffers from the love of pretty-faced people 
1 did see all the Sufis of the world 
But not one as libertine as you. 43 
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Sweet sugary lips 

I know no-one who is not bewitched by you 
No bazaar is as busy as the bazaar of loving you. 

I he cypress tree is beautiful but not like your figure 
Honey is sweet but not as sweet as your speech. 

No-one who sees you would not fall in love with you 
He who seeks you not must have nothing to offer you. 
There is no-one who has seen you for one breath 
Who will not want you and pray for you until death. 

It is not a human, only a lifeless corpse perhaps 
Who would say he does not long to set eyes on you. 

You have drawn the dagger of unkindness against me 
Peace! Because I have no intention of fighting thee. 
Suffering is hard but 1 am prepared to put up with it 
Since there is no choice of ignoring your sweet sugary lips. 
I have a head and am ready to lose it at your feet 
1 am only embarrassed that they are not worthy of it. 

By your beauty do not stop me from seeing you 
Since 1 cannot possibly bear not seeing you. 

If you cannot keep yourself and your own, Sa'di 
Then give up since you lack the art of loving. 44 
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A o portrayal does your face justice 

Love is not a story that can be written 
The beloved’s description cannot be spoken. 

The song of friendship which inebriates the mad 
Cannot reach the ears of those who are sober. 

You won’t be able to love and treat it secretly 
Just as the tavern is not a place for piety. 

She has filled the labyrinths of my heart so well 
That no room is left for strangers to intrude. 

I cannot tell what in fact you are 

How can one take cloths to a merchant clothier? 

I will never worship any other person’s face 
For not even a picture compares with your face. 

Who will tell my miserable rival tonight 
That he has no hope in a thousand nights? 

The flower on the branch sits with thorns 
But when it is in your hand it feels warm. 

The bond of our friendship is so strong 
That the enemy’s campaign will not do wTong. 

I watch you with my heart’s eye since 
My head’s eye cannot bear the light in your eyes. 

You have so many friends that there is no room for Sa’di 
What can a poor man do among so many buyers? 4 ^ 
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I see flowers everywhere 

God, am I so fortunate that I see the beloved’s face 
Above her silvery figure a flower full of grace? 

Did the heavenly tree grow in the garden of my soul 
That in every branch I see a bird with a sweet call? 

Has the world expired that so freely in paradise 
1 drink pure wine and see flowers thornless? 

I am astonished at my luck and keep wondering 
Am 1 drunk or asleep, or is it the beloved I am seeing? 

I have knelt and worshipped her many a time 
Now I see her face and kiss her lips all the time. 

What good have I done to deserve such a reward? 

What service have I performed to be lifted so upward? 

Is it you beloved galloping towards me sleepily? 

Is it me, 0 God, being in so much luck so deeply? 

Now that we are alone I do not want a candle 
Being with her, paradise I do not wish to handle. 

What rose did I smell that has perfumed my head? 

W hat flowers should I gather when the world is a flower bed 0 
I hear a voice saying what a wonderful felicity 
That Sa‘di is enjoying the beloved’s company. 46 
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Passion for love 

No-one can come between us tonight 
By the dust I swear not even a particle might. 

Stop the coquetry and pride; take oil your headdress 
Open your cummerbund and let out that cypress. 
Stop asking me about the sadness of separation 
Now we are together, complaints bring no salvation. 
Do not bring me flowers and offer me sugar 
Khosrow and Shirin are not in need of sugar . 1 
The passion for love came, reason departed 
How can two kings coexist in one kingdom? 

Sa'di listened to so much music and song 

That left him no time for listening to pious advice. 4 * 
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In the beloved's embrace 

This one night in my beloved’s embrace 
If they set me on fire it would leave no trace 
Once my desire is fulfilled, death brings no fear 
I am ready like a shield for the arrow of fate. 

0 heavens shut the morning’s window' to the sun 
Tonight 1 am happy with the moon as it shines 
Is this the morning star or the Sacred Night? 

Is it you in front of me or just your thought? 

I wish we could go and sleep out on the lawn 
If I did not worry about the nightingale of the dawn 
These two eyes with which tonight I see you 
It’ll be a pity if I set them on another tomorrow. 

The soul of the thirsty is soothed by a river 
In the river I am drowning and am thirstier 
In your absence I did not know r delight 
Now that 1 see you in joy I am enchanted. 

Speak! There is no stranger except the candle 
Whose tongue I will cut off this moment and handle 
Nothing would separate us except this garment 
And if it comes between us I will tear it apart 
Do not say Sa'di will not survive this love 
Tell me how I can shed the sadness of your love. 4 ' 
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Being with the beloved 

Enough of taking off, 1 have no wings left 
Where can 1 take your thought when you are here? 

I can neither run away nor be with you 
Down and out, I wish I could find a way. 

1 spent all my life far away from you 
It would be good if on the Day of Judgement I see you 
It’s good to sutler separation all one’s life 
If there is hope of reunion at least once. 

There is no point in speaking to you of pain 
Since your night has never been as long as a year 
Speak to me for I am so deeply in love 
That I have lost myself at your side. 

Why sit, rise up and show r your fine figure 
(Proportioned as it is unlike the cypress tree) 

Since this is not a joyful song and dance 
That the lyre and the drum will play only once. 

Stop show ing the sun-shaped face in the firmament 
It shames the moon and breaks it into a crescent 
Your sweet-smelling khatt and mole look as if 
The pen of dust was moving and it dropped a drip 
Do not say, Sa’di, that looking [ nazar ] is a sin 
To stop looking at such a beauty is a sin. MJ 
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Discovery of a treasure 

Last night I felt the joy of life 
When that beauty was in my arms 
So drunk was I by love and her presence 
That I had forgotten both life and providence. 

I will not call it sweet agreeable ruby wine 
Since even poison from her hands was divine 
I had not known that beauty could seem 
As if it were made of silver and jasmine. 

Seeing and talking to her lifted up my soul 
I was eyes and ears from head to toe 
I know not how this night ended with the day 
1 might have known if I had not lost consciousness. 

The muezzin called for morning prayer too early 

Perhaps like me he was drunk and melancholy 

We did not have the patience to hide our union 

So both friend and enemy learned of w hat had happened. 

Sa‘di, you might have seen her in a dream 

Say no more today since that was last night 

Let no man discover a treasure house 

Since he’d be too joyful to hold his tongue/' 1 
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Engulfed in fire like Abraham 

You went and I was a soulless face 

You came when I was dishevelled and desirous. 

I stopped mentioning you not out of forgetfulness 
I was just puzzled about how to sing your praise. 

Without you, sleeping in a bed of flowers 
Felt as if I were in a desert full of thistles. 

What kept me alive was the hope of union 
Otherwise I would have been killed by separation. 

By your friendship being engulfed in fire like Abraham 
It felt as if I were in a lawn full of tulips and sweet basil. 
In the hope that I receive your scent once at dawn 
All night I was waiting for the dawn-bird to moan 
Suffering from separation Sa'di kept saying 
You broke your pledge but I honoured mine.' 2 
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Your faith is yours and mine is mine 

There is beauty, candlelight, wine and sweets this night 
Cherish such a night when you see those you love 
On the condition that 1 stand as your servant 
And you sit down like my lord and master. 

You and I made our pledge at the dawn of creation 
Even if a thousand years pass you’ll still be my choice. 

I cannot bear being separated from you 
So I went in anger and returned humble 
Because I will never have a beloved like you 
While you can choose a thousand better than me. 

Poor man be content with the springs colours and scents 
When the gardener does not let you pick apples and flowers 
It will make no difference, my love, if you frown 
Bitter words you may utter but you are still sweet. 

Lions would be pulled by the strength of love 
And as hard it would be as the rein pulls a camel 
Sa‘di is fortunate to suffer sadness for you 
Like a fortunate pigeon in the claws of an eagle. 

I have no patience with good looks O Muslims 
Your faith is yours and mine is mine. 53 
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\ight of union 

God what a blessed dawn was last night’s union 
As she was visiting me dead from separation. 

It showed that the beloved I much adore 
Also cares for the one whom she adores. 
Henceforth I will not moan about separation 
Since the fruit of patience was sensation 
It is impossible to say what she looked like 
It was as if she and the sun were shining alike. 

It would be wrong to say that she was the moon 
More a garden with trees adorned by moons. 
Having her with me, you should not imagine 
That I was aw are of anyone else or of me. 

While praising her I got as far as a world 
Beside which the world was just a little abode. 
There was she and me - no, strike the word ‘me’ 
For with her there can be none other than she. 
With the beloved’s coquetry - a drawn sword - 
The shield of patience w ill never work. 

No point in longing, Sa‘di, any more 
Being robbed of the heart that could endure/ 4 
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The beloved's breast 

Does the cock not crow in time, tonight? 

Lovers have not yet stopped kissing and delight. 

The beloved’s breast engulfed in her curly hair 
Is like a ball of ivory hit by a black polo mallet. 

This night that the beloved is no longer seditious 
Try to be awake so your life is not passed useless. 

So that the muezzin does not remind you of the dawn 
Nor do you hear the morning drums from the king’s lawn. 
Mouth stuck on mouth like the eye of the cock 
It would be folly to stop by the crow of the cock. " 
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Beggar and lord 

If throwing an erotic look is sinful, I am immersed in sin 
I have no choice and cannot withhold my look and not sin 
She who makes me suffer 1 have no choice but to obey 
Neither can 1 bear being hurt, nor can I complain. 

I have not permission to sit, nor the patience to go 
Nor a place to stand, nor anywhere to turn to 
Nor if I sit would she throw me a kind look 
Nor if I run off is there another to look for. 

Enough of general approval and good address 
Having delivered the head why worry about the headdress 
May my body be a sacrifice to your soul, 
my head on your threshold 

What better than being a beggar when 1 have you as lord? 
As pretty as you are, you are good too 
It will not be fair if less than that I show' 

Ciod, what a night is it that with this star in my arms 

I no longer love the sun nor desire the moon and stars. 

Sufferers stop complaining about the night of separation 

Because I have this bright morning 

after a dark night’s deliberation 

Sa'di does not believe seeing a beautiful face is a sin 

Although you thought that he had certainly sinned.' 6 
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Alchemy of love 

You stepped into my life and I lost control 
As if I had moved from this to the other world 
My cars ready to receive the news of the friend 
The news arrived and I lost news of myself. 

Like dew 1 lay on my face below the sun 
Love filled my soul and I rose up to the sky 
I thought when I see her the pain of desire will be relieved 
I saw her and my desire massively increased. 

I did not have the strength to try to reach my friend 
Now 1 walked on my feet and now I walked on my head 
To see her move and hear her speak 
I became eyes and ears from head to toe. 

How can I ever cease to sit and watch her? 

1 learned seeing after all by opening my eyes to her 
1 would be inconstant if only for a time 
I sat relaxed and happy without you sublime. 

It was not she who aimed to hunt me down 
I myself fell into her lasso w hen I saw her run 
They ask Sa‘di what turned your face yellow r 
It was the alchemy of love w hich turned me into gold. 5 
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In union with my lover 

The most blissful night and auspicious day 
Were victory’s meeting two paces away. 

Verily twice must I have song and dance 
Once for today’s bliss one for last night’s. 

Is my lover moon, human or angel 
Fairy is she or the light of sun? 

You did not know the knaves were looking 
Yet did the right thing despite their cooking. 
Tell the enemy I am in union with my love 
And he can go hang from gallows above. 

1 remember the nights of separation 
And the pain of burning sensation. 

If Sa’di had not suffered those nights of terror 
His day wouldn’t have been a shining mirror.- s 
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A night of loneliness 

The sun does not deign to rise upon this night 
What thoughts traversed the mind and no sleep in sight. 
Why are you so late a morning that I am about to fall 
You sinned and the muezzins tailed to make their call. 

The cock is choking just to try to crow one time 
All the nightingales died and only the ravens survived. 

Do you know w r hy I love the morning breeze? 

It feels as if the beloved’s veil has been eased. 

My head begs of God to fall down to her feet 
Since it is better to die in water than of thirst. 

My heart cannot bear the sadness of her love 
Just as a bird cannot resist the power of a hawk. 

I am not so guilty as to be handed to my enemy 
Do it by your ow n hands if you wish to torture me. 

Sa’di’s tears alas do not turn your heart of stone 
W hereas a mill can turn by the water of my eye alone. 

Go off miserable beggar and find another door to solicit 
Here you begged a thousand times and got no reply for it. yJ 
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Separation is unbearable sorrow 

Little did I know that constancy and kindness you lack 
It’s better not to make a pledge than to break it. 

Friends blame me for giving my heart to you 
They should tell you first why so unforgettable are you. 
He who warns me not to love the beauties of our time 
His world and mine are worlds apart. 

That is not just a mole, a chin, dishevelled hair 
It’s ravished everyone’s heart as it is God’s secret. 

Drop the veil for the stranger will not see your face 
You are too great to be reflected in a small mirror case. 
For fear of rivals I cannot knock at your door 
Only disguised as a beggar can I come to your abode. 
Love, poverty, being caught and scolded 
It’ll all come easy, except being separated. 

Today everyone goes to the country to enjoy nature 
No heart is left in town for you to venture. 

I had promised to tell all my sorrows when you come 
What can I say since sorrows leave me as you come. 
The candle should be taken and extinguished outside 
So the neighbours do not learn that you are inside. 

Sa'di is not one who would break out of your chain 
He knows he is better your captive than free in pain. 
People tell me to give my heart to someone else 
But 1 will not seek yet another love elsewhere. 60 
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Shattered mirror 

No pledge you ever made you did not break 
You led me into burning fire and left 
You laid the foundation of a transient love 
Putting me in chains and breaking out of the trap. 
You broke my heart unkindly and left 
Walk carefully, then, as a mirror you’ve shattered 
No light like you is found in any home 
Yet no-one stays indoors as regularly as you. 

If you wish to cause me the pain of separation 
I can’t bear torture; kill me and enjoy your liberation 
See that I have suppressed pride and arrogance 
And have even repudiated my whole existence. 

If you have the slightest care for prisoners 
Treat this innocent whom you hurt first 
Anyone seeing you would be right in saying 
That he’s seen Heaven well and truly. 

I do not blame anyone worshipping you 
If you look at the mirror even you will do 
No wonder Sa‘di mourns in your absence 
For love brings passion and wine drunkenness. 61 


142 


Cij b 6 a ji 

Xi ^ ^ 4 j yJl yj y> giyi 

Xi yA y j^j <5 Xoi yA iXi jl ^i 3 

fiyt- yS. iyy jbb 4j y«y_«9l 4j lj 
Xi yA ;_>S^ 3 CJj yA y> jSi VyJ* X»A 
j-o 3 JujIjL) OJUi lj 4 aj& JlJ i jy> 
Xi yA y-ij <y>yA j> jJL»l y^5 
^y> Oylij 3' J9* *5 iy yA 4i jf 
J-i y 8 yfrL> 4 j OJUi jl 45 iy) Ji jy> 
^i>5 yO yku 45 yw y& 4 j yj JLp- jl 

xi y*> J»«a* jljj^ 3 3 * 

jJUi ylJ 4aj» yJiiu y> jyUxa y-L> 
Xi yA _~-~o yly> ji^5l iy ytJLo 
ly jljUi 4 i 3 C* 9 j yA 3 Jlai yA jiyA 

xi y« yly j f fxx y* 

O^y** yA ^5-j Ji y*jl y iyt jy^ 

Jui y« y 4 j iyi OyjPiA jy> ol5 

j5i jl* d5 xj; l>5 ji oj b 
xi yA jy^8 Jktf 3 ij y y—X 

C.3»,>~5.) twwiu»l jSLs by AA£ bJL&w 
xi yA y jil jly^5 4 j « i y* 4jjy 


143 



Where is that dawn? 

Thinking of you at night my head was on fire 
And tears from my eyes flooded the earth 
All night I was speaking your name 
So that dear life would not have gone to waste. 

At night everyone’s eyes chance to rest 
Not me, almost as if needles were piercing my head 
What I was drinking without you was not wine 
It was my heart’s blood pouring into the cup. 

Thinking of you, everywhere I looked 
1 saw nothing but wall after wall after wall 
With his eyes shut, Majnun could see none but Leyli 
He wasn’t a true lover if he’d slept peacefully. 

I could not see you, asleep or awake 
Yet your image remained in my head 
Now my heart burns as the incense burns 
Now smoke went up my head as if it were fire. 

God, where did that dawn go when the other nights 
It breathed a while and the horizons were alight? 

Sa'di the Pleiades seems to have lost its necklace tonight 
Since it used to hang from the horizon every night 62 
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Always drunk 

By the dust under your feet I did not break my pledge 
You broke with me and I didn’t turn to anyone else. 
Where can I go and die at the threshold of hope 
Now that 1 cannot be with you, at your feet? 

1 wonder why on the day of our separation 
No storm broke out when you left me alone. 

The sin of your love spared no-one pious in Pars 
Except me, and I don’t know how I said my prayers. 
Religious law forbids praying while inebriate 
Mine will not be heard as I am always drunk. 

What would be wrong if I took your hand 
Just like your love has gripped me in its hand? 

Having you in my arms, what ambition! 

You’re the elixir of life yet 1 seek my destruction. 
Even if I was inconstant once in my life 
It was not intentional, but unconsciously done. 

Come and kill me as you know how, since 
As long as you are, Sa’di cannot claim to exist. 63 
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Prisoner of love 

He would know how long is the night of separation 
Who is lettered in love’s prison. 

Suppose I go to the garden to overcome sadness 
What flower can compensate me for your absence? 
Someone take the message to my inconstant lover 
That despite her leaving me I still belong to her. 

To swear by you is an insult, so 1 swear 
By the dust of your feet - itself a great oath - 
That despite your inconstancy and heart-breaking 
My eyes are still longing to be set on thee. 

Step out of your home and see my face 

Is spread for you to step on instead of dust 

The hope of seeing you has taken deep roots 

But the calamity of your love has uprooted all patience. 

Strange that you are so serene and composed 

While for every hair on you so many hearts are shattered 

If you don’t go naked to show your body 

They’d think that your gown is flowery. 

I am not the only one lost in thought of you 
There are many hands raised to God because of you 
Weakness does not let me sigh, and I’m afraid 
That people might think Sa’di is not unhappy without you 
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Forlorn captivity 

I am kept afar from my sweetheart 
May he who is behind it suffer the same fate 
In my loneliness my heart bums with rage 
Like a spring nightingale kept in a cage. 

They thought as little of our life 
As that of an ant trampled under a hoof 
Wherever I turn to for help and protection 
I receive nothing but an untrustworthy reception. 
I did not know that by friendship’s end 
This is the appreciation that is offered 
1 thought 1 had found an immense treasure 
Not knowing that it is guarded by snakes. 
Although when you love you must expect 
To suffer a thousand oppressions and cruelties 
Yet it is not the way of lovers, Sa’di, 

To turn their back at times of adversity. 

Better to put one’s head under the beloved’s foot 
And thus die with faith and sincerity. 65 
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Abode of the free 

Green is the valley where the beloved resides 
And where there is cure for heavy hearts 
Here I am just this soulless figure 
My heart is where that enticing sweetheart figures. 
My sick body is here and my heart is there: 

The sky is here but that wondering star is there 
O morning breeze if you bring a fragrance 
Blow- through Shiraz since my sweetheart is there. 
There is no-one to whom I can open my heart 
I must go where the keeper of my secrets lies 
I have no desire to see gardens green 
I long to be where my sweetheart is. 

Why remain in this worthless ruin, Sa‘di, 

Get up and go to the abode of the free 66 
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Vengeance constrained 

Come, it’s time for peace, friendship and kindness 
But not to talk about what went in the past 
I was determined not to fall in love 
Fate brought love and shut my eyes. 

He would admonish me who does not know r 
How much I love and how r beautiful are you 
My eagerness is helpless without your sight 
For a weak eye will need help from light. 

I would much rather be killed by your hands 
Than seek support from anyone else 
Even if I have committed a crime 
Not seeing you is retribution enough. 

I cannot possibly contradict your will: 

To whom can one complain of the king? 

No-one’s appearance hides as much reality as yours 
Neither does a holy chapter contain so many verses. 
Your perfect beauty is beyond description 
Perhaps only the mirror can create a true reflection 
My thoughts and words reached their end 
Yet appreciation of your beauty never ends. 

No-one listens to the story of Sa'di’s separation 
Since his pains do not bring from her any recognition. 6 
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Absent presence 

Naught is more joyous than the beloved’s word 
A message from her is a breath that lifts up the soul. 

Can you believe one to be both present and absent? 

1 am with others but my heart is somewhere else. 

When the beloved is absent let the candle die 
And when she is present she shines like a light. 

People go out to the garden and countryside 
The garden of lovers is where the loved one resides. 
Ecstatically I wish to sacrifice my life for her 
My only regret is that it is an unworthy gift to her. 

She left in anger, would that she come back to make up 
And see my hopeful eyes permanently fixed on her path. 
Beloved, you put me like aloes wood on fire 
It’s smoke I breath, lamenting our separation dire. 
Without you I feel buried every night 
Just as rising is resurrection-like. 

The chain of your hair is a perfect necklace 
For a beautiful angel is in need of no jewels. 

There was no hope, Sa‘di, in your longing for union 
You died of separation and still dream of union? 

Alas, you must now r pity your hopeful heart 
And mourn the impossible wish that you have. 68 
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Where are my drinking companions? 

If I describe the pains of separation 
I’ll have to tell the story of damnation. 

It will take me a thousand years 
To tell about one of a thousand tears. 

My sadness is evident from my eyes 
No need to say it by mouth. 

Friends would have pity on me 
If I described the pain of being lonely. 

Even the garden birds will cry 

If I tell them about the loss of my spring. 

Where are my fellow morning-drinkers 

So I can tell them about the morning after. 

No-one’s heart is open to mine 

So that I can tell him the sorrows of life. 

No choice but to describe the pain in my head 
Only to my own pain-struck heart.' 1 
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The pull of desire 

If by your unkindness my heart is hurt 
The pull of desire will make it submit 
I could not hope to see the day last night 
Being a captive of love with pain in my heart. 
No wonder that my heart bums since 
The fire of love melts steel let alone wax 
You are the one who if you move your body 
You will shake up the cypress tree with envy. 

I am decided to give up seeing people 
Unless someone brings me good news of you 
If you wish I will put my head at your feet 
And worship you as they worship idols. 

For once at least listen to what Sa di says 
Because the fire of love makes pleasing words 
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Simurglt and the magpie 

The elixir of my life is in your mouth 
And in your bow is the arrow of my death 
Cover that beauty of yours with a veil 
Or the death of your lovers will be your fault. 

I will not compare your face to the sun 
Since it will honour not you but the sun 
Whether you give or don’t give me a look of approval 
The command is yours, do it or not. 

People daily look for friends and lords 
I only have this head which is at your threshold 
Trees full of fruits 1 have seen many 
But those in your orchard are better than any. 

No offence if 1 cannot make it to the garden 
You being the gardener, the barrier is you 
Many thoughts came and went in my mind 
The one that would not go is the picture of you. 

Even if you offend me a thousand times, 

Friend, my heart is still filled with love for you 
Sa‘di, you must seek love as much as you are worth 
How can a magpie seek the love of Simorgh? 1 
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Ceremonies of farewell 

Let me cry hard like the spring cloud 
Farewell to friends makes stones mourn aloud 
Anyone having once tasted the wine of separation 
Knows the pains of losing hope and aspiration. 

Tell the camel-driver about the water in my eye 
To put the water-skin aside when it pours from the sky 
They left us, eyes filled with the water of desire, 
Weeping like the sinful at Resurrection with hellfire. 
0 morning of the night-dwellers please begin 
You’re as late as the night of those who fast 
So much that I have said about your love’s story 
Is but one in a thousand of my grief and misery. 

Years have embedded such affection in your heart, 
Sa'di, that only years could remove from your heart. 

I have told you enough, now I will be coy 
What’s left I’ll tell friends whose sympathy I enjoy. 
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1 came to you like a nightingale 

I have no patience to be without you 
Nor can I put anyone above you. 

Do ask how I am as you pass one day 
And see how miserable are my days. 

Without you God will put me in hell 

At the Resurrection, not miserable in heaven. 

What can I say, you arc both my eyes 
Since without you I cannot see the sun rise. 

Not seeing the friend’s face, better not to see at all 
At the night of separation don’t put candles on the wall. 
I pledge to remain constant in every way 
But if you come it’ll doubly make my day. 

1 will not mourn if you beat me like a mortar 
Put me like a pan on the fire and I'll settle down. 

Turn like the watermill’s upper granite 
As hard as you can as I am under it. 

1 tried to sing like a nightingale to your flower 
Like a dumb tulip you stopped me admiring you. 
Beloved, 1 was not killed by the leopard’s claws 
And yet you are killing me with your lovely paws. 
Blood burnt in my heart like the navel of a deer 
The aroma of musk spread everywhere. 

Stop playing with words, Sa’di, show art 
Sugar is indeed sweet but that apart ' 
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I miss you so much 

I am so trapped in your love 
As if a deer lassoed by want 
Now I weep from my endless pain 
Now I laugh at my ruined state. 

I have no sense in me left 
To listen to the advice of the deft 
I missed you so much in the end 
T hat, like Majnun, I took to the desert. 

I am not mad enough to give up her love 
Stop advising me if you are wise 
No artist could paint a face as fine 
I’d never give up that face divine. 

What bodies and souls were lost for you 
So I am not the only one, others too 
You will come back only when 
My good luck returns to me. 

Even lying in my grave if you call 

It’ll soothe my painful soul 

Whether you bring me pain or comfort 

My head is not worth the dust under your feet. 

And if your comfort is in Sa'di’s pain 

Of this injustice I will not disdain 4 
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The place of humanity 

The human body is ennobled by the human soul 
You will not be human just wearing a nice shawl 
If eye, mouth, ear and nose define a human being 
What is the difference between man and a picture 
on the wall? 

Eating, sleeping, anger, passion are darkness and ignorance 
Animals know not of the world of humanity at all 
Try to be a human being in reality, otherwise a parrot 
May mimic human beings’ language, speech and call. 

I Iow r as a human became you captive to demons? 

Not even angels can rise up to man’s potential 
If the cannibalism in your nature dies and disappears 
You will be always alive through the human soul. 

Man may reach a point of seeing no-one but God 
See how man’s place may be mighty and high 
Birds fly, free yourself from fetters of passion 
To see how human beings can fly like them all. 

I did not claim to be virtuous, just gave you advice 
It was from humanity itself that we learned about man. 
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The kingdom of beggars 

There is no life as royal as that of beggars 
No kingdom is more secure than contentment 
If anyone has real dignity it is he 
Whom others treat with indignity. 

Everyone has a character, a colour, a creed 
Give them all up, that is the best thing 
On the Day of Judgement he will be clothed 
Who in this world is naked, is not adorned. 

W ho has real knowledge of the world? 

It is he who knows no-one and is all on his own 
The stone and the vegetation which are of some use 
Are better than the man who is not useful to others. 
You don’t know, 0 dervish, what is expedient 
Rejoice that your poverty is not inexpedient 
He who complains of the beloved is no lover 
There is no compensation for being killed by the lover. 
Good manners are these which are taught by Sa‘di 
If you seek education there is none better. h 
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Martyr to love 

The whole town belongs to the homeless person 
The derv ish is at home anywhere that night falls. 

Do not call the homeless person who has no-one but God 
A beggar, for the sultan is below him in the sight of God. 
TTie man of God is no stranger in east and west 
It is the kingdom of God wherever he can rest. 

He w ho is stripped of riches, lordship and pow er 
Is known and familiar to everyone he encounters. 

The narrow r -minded merely seek joy and comfort 
The aref seeks discomfort, which is his comfort. 

Ilie lover who managed to observe Him 
If he sought anything else it would be his ruin. 

Leave all you have and leave, for this short life 
Is nothing, and is followed by nothing but demise. 
Whoever became a martyr to the Kingdom of Love 
Need not worry for he will inherit the Kingdom Ltemal. 
Whatever the Beloved gives is like sugar sweet 
Sa‘di, seek not your contentment except by His Will. 
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Let him fall... 

Little fox, why did you not know your place 
You fought with a lion and got what you deserved 
Not even your enemy would wish for what 
You bring onto yourself by your whims. 

He who brings disaster onto himself 
Cannot complain of the ill intentions of others 
Why would a thief mind the punishment of the law 
When it is he who brings it on himself? 

They let your blood for the Sultan’s carpet 
Why, idiot, did you not sleep on your straws mat? 

If a person completely lost his sight 
It would be better than him not seeing his fault. 
There are holes on the road but also light 
So one can clearly see holes from a height 
Light everywhere and yet he takes the wrong path 
Let him fall, then, and reap the punishment he must. 
Tell people that the unjust dug their own graves 
So they don’t go around and dig graves for others 
Anyone whose heart listens to Sa’di’s advice 
Will not put his own will above God’s. 8 
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The foundation of being 

I am cheerful in this lush world of His 
I love it because it all comes from Him. 

Value, my friend, the Jesus-like morning breath 
Which will bring life to your dead heart 
Neither the universe nor angels know at all 
What deep secrets He holds for us all. 

Poison is sweet, thinking He is the Saqi 

I’ll happily bear the pain since He is also the cure. 

I am happy that my bloody wound does not heal 
So 1 constantly receive healing from Him. 

To the aref sadness and joy are the same 
Let’s drink happily that the sadness is from Him. 

Being a beggar or a king is all the same to me 
Since everyone’s back is bent before Him. 

Sa‘di, even if the Hood of death uproots the abode 
Be sure that the foundation of being is firm from Him 9 
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The same fate shall befall you 

Years will pass on the dust of our dead rows 
While the spring still fills and the breeze still blows. 

In these few days of life why should one treat 
Other people with arrogance and conceit? 

Friend, when you pass by your enemy’s funeral cortege 
Do not jump for joy for you’ll be just the same one day. 
Now you walk on dust with such pride 
In the air tomorrow will be the mist of your own dust. 
Your bones will fill with dust, 0 pleasure-seeking soul 
Just as the make-up box fills with blue vitriol. 

Life is a base partner and an inconstant lover 
As it moves on just let it go forward. 

You can imagine the state of the body in the grave 
One wonders where the dear soul will have gone. 

One cannot even trust the reward of good deeds, 

Sa’di, unless it is combined with God’s grace. 

0 God, forgive your wretched servants and help 
Since from us are the errors, from you the grace.*'' 
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The world of dervishes 

You who deny the world of dervishes 
Do not know of their beliefs and wishes. 

The treasure of needlessness and contentment is in a place 
Which the sultan and his kingdom cannot reach by force. 
No-one with reason would look for transient power 
One who has reason would contemplate the dire end 
The rich man accumulated and ruefully disappeared 
But the dervish has nothing to leave behind with remorse. 
The former leaves the garden of life full of regret 
Whereas the latter breaks free from material living 
He has no reason to worry about the Day of Judgement 
Like a seagull which is not afraid of storm. 

TTie Angel of Death kills strangers painfully 
No pain though for the dervish familiar to Him 
A dervish lover is so free from need and greed 
That he wants neither this world nor even the other. 

The pact of love was made at the dawii of creation 
He would not break his word even on pain of death 
I saw a lover, burnt by experience with nowhere to go 
I told him. Friend do not sacrifice your life for your beliefs. 
Ah, he said, weakly with a cold painful sigh. 

Please leave me alone, I who have nothing of my own, 

I w ill never listen to your good word of advice 
For I seek pain and need no cure otherwise. 

Life is dear, Sa‘di, to be lived wise 
Time is not wasted except by the unwise.* 1 
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Homa Katouzian’s sympathetic and approachable translations of a 
selection of more than seventy of Sa’di’s ghazals (short lyric poems) will 
introduce one of Iran’s most significant poets to a new range of readers. 
Sa’di was a contemporary of Rumi and the most significant Shirazi poet of 
his time. In order to understand Persian poetry better, we surely must 
acquaint ourselves with Sa’di's lyrical genius.’ 

Dominic Paniz Brookshaw, Associate Professor of Persian Literature, 

University of Oxford 

‘In this volume of love, wine, handsome cupbearers, roses and 
nightingales Dr Katouzian opens the door to one of the treasures of Persian 
culture, the poetry of Sa’di, a champion of towering figures such as Sir 
William Jones, Ralph Waldo Emerson, and Voltaire. In this fascinating 
bilingual collection of love songs, Dr Katouzian’s learned introduction and 
the beautiful and musical English translation capture the true spirit and 
sentiments of Persian culture, rendering the subtleties of the psychology of 
love, both spiritual and profane. This collection is a superb example of 
Persian poetry, showing why classical Persian poets are living heroes in 
Persian cultural areas, venerated in Iran, Afghanistan, Tajikistan and 
Central Asia.’ 

Ali-Asghar Seyed-Ghorab, Associate Professor of Persian, Leiden 

University 

noma katouzian is a historian and literary critic, with a special interest in 
Iranian studies. He is the Iran Heritage Research Fellow at St Antony’s 
College, Oxford. He is also the editor of Iranian Studies , the bimonthly 
journal of the International Society for Iranian Studies. 
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